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HISTORICAL PERSONAGES, &c. 



Edwabd, The Confessor , King of England, 

Editha, Queen of England. 

Agatha, Dowager of Edward Atheling, 

Edoab, son of Edward Atlielingy and iieplieic of the Confessor. 

Maboabet, Edgar* s sister ^ afterwards Queen of Scotland. 

Chbistina, Margarefs sister. 

Harold, Chief of the English Nobility ^ afterwards Harold II. 

LEorlraf f ^«^^^'* Brothers. 

Edwin, ) Harold^s Brothers-in-law, Chiefs of Mercia and 

Mabkab, j Northumbria. 

Stioand, Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Elmeb, a Monk of Westminster. 
Sir Arthur, a Saxon Knight, 
Ingulf, a Saxon Student. 
Inwood, a Degenerate Dane. 

Thomas, a Boatman of the Thames^ sometime Guardian of the 
Royal Fugitives, 

Genius of Albion, \ 

Saxon Minstrels, [ with Threnodies and Harmonies. 

Fairy Apparition, ) . 

Soldiers, Volunteers, Peasants, Children, etc.^ 
introducing Songs, Speeches, etc. 
William, Duke of Normandy. 
William Fitz Osbobn, Seneschal of Normandy. 
DoM Hughes Maigbot, (Monk) Duke's Ambassador, 

Taillifer and Norman Minstrels, (Nostalgic Symphony. 
Norman Emissaries. 
Malcolm III, King of Scotland. 
Donald, a Scottish Nobleman of the Court, 
Maxwell, King's Chief Page, 

Gipsy Queen and Children {with songs). 
Genius of Scotland, Scottish Minstrels, Temple Choirs, 
Children of the Court, King's Jester, Guards, 
Mariners, Fairies, Muses, Graces, Dryads, Courtiers, 
etc., with Minstrelsy i etc. 

Various Officers, Attendants, etc. 
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EOSES AND THISTLES. 



ACT I. 

Scene I. — Winchester — Wood near the Palace. 
Time, Night. The grea t comet of 1 066 supposed shinimf . 

Enter Prince Edgab. 

Edgar (after a nwditative pause,) 

Sweet shades ! how will these sorrows end ? 

A weeping queen, a mourning palace : 
A dying king : — what clouds descend, 

What looming griefs in image pass ! 
I could not bear them trace my tears, 
Nor dare reveal foreboding fears. 

No : — ^let me wander through this wood, 

Comparing lamps o*er heaven strewed 

To light her chosen ones to Good ! 
Perhaps, communing here alone, 
To me may counsel wise be shown. 
They say the ancient sages sought 
Your dusky groves for clearer thought. 

'Tis night. And see, amidst the stars 
Yon fiery comet redly gleaming. 

Doth this portend some rueful wars ? 
Or wherefore hoves it nightly beaming ? 
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Act I. — Scene I. 



Doth that star tell some wondrous birth, 
Some saint to wayward mortals given ? 

Or blazeth on above dull earth, 
Compelling men to gaze to heaven ? 

Mark how solemnly it steers 
Stem orbit through immensity ; 

Night by night the flame appears 
To glow with more intensity. 

Oh I if in yon globes of light, 
That dance beneath the throne divine, 

If there tarry angels bright. 
Beholding that fleet comet shine ; 

If there dwell a mortal race, 
In those worlds of varied hue ? 

Surely they its path must trace 
With astonished vision too ! 
Never since the stars of morn, 
Bounding in celestial mirth. 
Sang their chorus at the birth 
Of our young, eventful earth. 
Have those sapphire heavens worn 

Such a brow of brilliancy ! 
Can this speak hostility ? 

Or beams that star in jubilee ? 
Isolated majesty, — 

Would to heaven we could foresee ! 
What says the astrologer 

To this startling apparition ? 
What will our chronologer 



y Google 



Act I. — Scene I. 



Eecord after its transition ? 

With all the scholar's erudition, 

All the statesman's proud ambition, 

They know not that weird comet's mission ! 
Would some kind interpreter, 

Or wise man from the east stood here, 
To whose lore could we defer, 

Whether most to hope or fear. 
Would some cherub might fly down 

Bewildered man to catechise, 
And, in clemency, make known 

The burning mysteries of the skies ! 
Oh ! terrific, glorious light. 

For whatsoever purpose given, 
Mayst thou erring souls incite 

To search the God-spread scrolls of heaven ! 

Enter Elmer. 
KImrr, Prince Edgar here I So, prince you are 
Contemplating that red star. 
Pursuing its insulate path 

Amidst the trembling hosts of heaven. 
Ah ! it gleams a vial of wrath, — 

A monitor to England given ; 
'Tis a star of misty fears. 
Of shattered pride, — a star of tears ! 

They say, in eras long gone by. 

That herald visited our sky. 

Proclaiming famines, sorrows, wars, 

From the empires of the stars ! 
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Now we watch its beams return, 
Nightly mark them blaze and bum. 
Oh ! star to make thousands mourn, 
Millions shall thy lessons learn f 

Mothers of our noble nation, 
Why droop ye in querulous anguish ? 

Swift, and soon, untoward invasion 
Brave ones shall dismay and vanquish. 

Methinks pre-sounds the. voice of Rachel, 
Weeping, for her sons are not ; 

And, piercing through far ages, trace still 
On your charts a tearful blot I 

Did you listen tranquilly. 
Almost might you cull a breath. 

Whispering from that red torch tell thee 
'Tis the harbinger of death. 

Yet shall we drink sorrow's chalice 
Ev*n to lees, should Heaven present it ; 

Not man's skill, or fiend's mahce 
Can avail us to prevent it ; 
Can prevail that saints tesent it. 
Come, my Edgar, you look pensive ; — 

Ah, belov'd, and well you may, 
Themes these, too comprehensive 

Youthful pupils to essay : 
Be we to our sphere attentive, — 
' How feres the King's health to-day ? 
Edgar, Worse and worse, and weaker much 

Hour by hour, the King appears. 
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This sunset, watching by his couch, 

Saw I Edith bathed in tears. 
Not bearing calm the mournful sight. 
Forth strolled your pilgrim 'midst the night. 

Physicians say he scarcely will 
Linger till the day-break nears ; 

Elmer, let us hasten thither. 

Strayed I here, scarce heeding whither : 

Ketum we now, for good or ill, 
And hide affection's haunting tears. 
Elmer, So, Prince. I will haste with you : 
Indeed, my errand is thereto. 
Our Abbot waits in much suspense. 
Our brethren pray, in grief intense, 
Till my arrival with the word 
How feo-es the servant of the Lord. 
We fear, if good King Edward dies. 
The march of dread adversities ; 
(*Twas ever so at saint's demise) 
But they shall not crush the wise ! [Exeunt, 

Enter Two Travellers. 

1st Trav, How reckon up that queerish star 
Folks are so throng staring at ? 
Does it token us some war, 
Bad crops, or the like of that ? 
2nd Trav, Oh ! don't bother me, mate, please ; 
I never notice stars like these : 
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10 Act I. — Scene II. 

It's not a job for bread and cheese. 
I've got six horses to attend. 
No time on heavy stars to spend I 
It does seem, though, and awM soon 
Folks may see well without the moon, 
That curious some'at shines so bright, 
It's better than your best moon-light. 

1st Trai\ {aside). What a loon the fellow is ; 
No use talking to clods like this ! 

( To 2nd Trav.) Come, or we'll the home-brewed miss. 

2mJ Trav, I told you so before ! — yes, yes. [Exeunt. 



Scene II. — Wincltester — Chamber in the Palace. 
King Edward the Confessor in articulo mortis. Queen 
Editha and Archbishop Stigand standing by the Kimfs 
couch (King slumbering ), Va^ixms Attendants. 

Stigand (after observing tJie King markedly). 

He sleeps, good king ! those eyes are weary 
Gazing upward to the skies. 

Like a tired eagle nestling. 

The soaring spirit slumbering lies, 
Ere heavenwards its pinions rise. 

Grieve you not ! — the end speaks peace. 

His sacrifices now shall cease. 

Sweet's the close of all those cares ; 

After labours, tears, and prayers, 

(A life Adonai's impress bears) 
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His soul ascends to bliss, we trust. 
Thus may we die like the just, 
And our farewell be like theirs ! 
In heaven's sight how precious is 
The parting of a saint like this ! 
Editlia, My Lord Archbishop, how tenderly 
By speech you strive to comfort me. 
I thank my lord, beseech his prayers 
For my expiring spouse. Can tears 
But plead sad cause with Providence, 
These will remain my best defence. 

One thought, you know, grieves most of all, 
The dark days destined to befall 
Our nation, when good Edward dies, 
For trials strange he prophecies : 
He dreams of wild calamities — 
Stifjand. Stay ! be not hasty to believe 

Such bodings, lest they chance deceive. 
The suffering mind is too distracted 
For our assent to be exacted 
To chimeras such as these, 
(A sick man's dubious prophecies). 
Saints, at times, had been deceived 
By the visions they received, 
Did not the Church, that Mother wise, 
Stand forth to counsel and advise ? 
Editlui, See I his white lips move again 
Convulsively, as if in pain. 

Now he smiles — he surely dreams ; 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



12 Act I. — Scene II. 

Some revealment o'er him gleams. 
What murmurs he ? let us approach, 
And bend attentive by his couch. 

[Approaching tiearer, 
K, Edward (in broken accents). 

that they were wise, and would understand, 
And prepare themselves for the change at hand ! 
Thou sleepest, my dearest Angle-land. 
Because they hve heedless, their glories pass, 
Earth becomes iron, and heaven as brass ! 
Thou built thy nest in the stars on high, 
But archers scatter thee from the sky. 
Low in red dust thy wings shall he. 
Oh ! placed in the balance, and fickle found, 
Over thee a strange king is crowned ! 
Kditha. Oh list ! what doleful words are these ? 

Surely some awful token he sees ! 
K, Edward {recognising Editha). 

Edith, belov'd ! I rejoice you are here. 

Be courageous, droop not in fear. 

Some strange premonition, dear. 

Of adverseness brooding near. 

** Fore-warned, fore-armed," thussaith the seer. 

Prepare love, summon instantly 

The nobles that I tell this ye. 

[Queen motions an Attendattt away, 
{To Stigand). 

My Lord Archbishop, how clear the end brings 
The rustling sounds of destiny's wings ! 
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Truths now grow lucid that gloomed obscure, 
And trivial, works that seemed vast before. 
Stiffand. 'Tis so, my liege, since God is Light, 
And we approaching Him, all shines bright : 
The misty winter will soon be past, 
And His summer shall bloom for thee at last ! 

[Enter Habold, Edgab, Agatha, Margaret, 
Christina, Elmer, Nobles, &c, 

K, luhvard. Trusty nobles, in moments few. 
Hear a king's last charge, grave and true. 
Wisdom hath vouchsafed to me 
A vision into futurity, 
I tremble for the storms at hand, 
8oon to desolate the land. 
The Mighty One hath bent His bow. 
Our bravest, swift, shall be laid low ! 
His Finger shortly shall reveal 
In blighting flame, and brandished steel. 
Arise, ye dreamers ! rude wakings come. 
Skies forecast a Chart of Doom ! 

[^Swoons, all waiting in suspense. 
The stars shall blush, pale moons grow red. 
As earth recoils at the spoiler's tread : 
Cherubs of peace shall covertly weep. 
As watchmen, in vain, the citadel keep. 
Our archers are skilled, their leaders brave ; 
Life fights not with us : — who can save ? 
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14 Act I. — Scene II. 

Lo ! the three-lion banner advance ; 

Aliens grasp our inheritance ; 

Who waste our wealth, efface our fleets, 

As minstrel harps lie mute in the streets. 

How art thou fallen, who strode so strong, 

Who dwelt in the heart of seas so long ! 

Champions quail ; so perished are 

Counsels of sages, and weapons of war. 

At the sound of thy fall, nations shall quake, — 

A merciless king thy sceptre doth take I 

[Falls back exhausted. 

Editim, What shall England do, alas ! 
When such terrors come to pass ? 

Stigand. Lady, peace ! all England shall pray, 
That heaven avert the evil day. 
Or soothe us in its own sweet way. 
Despond not thus ! why faint so pale ? 
The prayer of Nineveh could prevail I 

K. Edward. Edith, now, one farewell word : — 
Lament not to excess warnings heard. 
Blessings will follow the chastening sword. 
Throughout all, my frail Edith, 
Heaven and good men be thee with ! 
To your pale vision I seem to die, — 
Tis mine to share a fedrer sky ! [Dies. 
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Scene III. — Westminster — in vietv of the Ahheij, 
Time, Morning. 

Enter Ingulf. 

Ingulf. Did not Christ foretell of signs 
In his sun, and moon, and stars, 

To manifest heaven's last designs ; — 
Famines, wars, reported wars ? 

How bright, by eve, the sky was blazing, 

Marvelling thousands thereon gazing. 
Methinks such meteors forebode 
Transitions to the great and good. 
(Thus are such signs understood.) 

A first prediction, fear descries. 

In good King Edward's sad demise. 

Now around the palace gates 

A crowd of anxious hearts awaits. 
His young page, I just met, but shook 
His ringlets with despairing look. [A pause. 

Not only doth King Edward die, 

(Initial of adversity) 

But some sages farther fear 

The Norman Duke may hasten here. 

From our liege the crown to tear : 

(We've given encouragement, 'tis clear.) 

Lately there has raged a passion 

For Norman manners, Norman fashion. 

Our superiors, old and young, 
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16 Act I. — Scene III. 

Must affect the Norman tongue. 

(This, methinks, is vain and wrong.) 

Saxon is not good enough ; — 

Ah ! they'll soon hear Norman stuff, 

In tones less polite than rough. 

From reehng warriors, coarse and gruff ; 

Etiquette's own watchwords bluff ! 

The Saxon lady 's deemed a slattern 
Whose dress is not of Norman pattern ; 
Tunic, streamer, muffler, shawl, 
Must ape Norman pattern all. 

These innovations may seem fine 
But Saxon ways they undermine ; 
For, whilst foreign tastes we cherish, 
Nationality must perish, 
Saxon ideas, the less flourish. 

I'll still wear my Saxon dress 
Without one tittle, more or less, 
Of alteration, or excess ! [A jjaiise. 

Good Queen Edith, how great her grief, 
Will break to lose our royal chief I 
Never has our Britain seen 
A gentler, more accomplished queen. 
Now I mind me of the days 
When my talents she would praise. 
Often, as I roved from school. 
Through the summer evening cool, 
As I sang in boyish glee 
Songs of Saxon chivalry, 
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Act I. — Scene III. 17 

Gentle Edith stayed my feet ; 

And, in accents honey sweet, 

Would enquire how had I spent 

The school hours, seeming so content, 

In her gracious blandishment, 

Gould I shew some slender prize, 

Won by the class exercise. 
. E'er aUve to others' woes. 
Smiles for these, and tears for those, 
No wonder she is called " The Rose," 
The dearest floweret England knows I 
Golden Rose I 'twill lose its bloom, 

. Drooping o'er her Edward's tomb I 

Enter Sir Abthub. 

Sir A. Ha, ha ! Ingulf, what news now ? 

Bless us ! what a glooming brow. 

Good chance, friend, that you've just married, 

Else, if such a frown you carried. 

You fright our Saxon damsels so 

They'd not look at you : you must go 

To Normandy for lovers, boy. 
Ingulf. Aye, light bantam, rave away ! 

Slender minds are always gay. 

Wiser men are often sad. 

Not the fools that go off mad. 
Sir A. Croaking grumbler, what's amiss 

To spoil a lovely day like this ? 

Suppose I proffer you a kiss T 
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18 Act I.— Scene III. 

Imjulf, Take your baiitling prate away ! [Goin^. 

I go to yonder sbrine to pray. 
Sir A, Pray ? ha, ha ! I dare say ! 
You seem of a pious way. 

Shall I the expenses pay ? [Oj/h's money. 

Ingulf. Every freeman to his taste ! 
Thus the kingdom is disgraced. 
King Edward in extremis lies. 
Exemplar of Emmanuel's cause, 
Deviser of most righteous laws 
As have won a Pope's applause ; 
Noble monarch, good and wise, 
And you deal buffooneries ! 
Sir A. Now we comprehend your gloom ! 
I knew not that his malady 
Came nigh ending fatally. 
The brave new year has barely come. 
And the sovereign in the tomb ? 
Ingulf. See, Monk Elmer hither wends. 

FMter Elmer {hmtihj). 

Elmer, Sad news, this fair day, friends ! 
Ingulf. Ah, what message from the palace ? 
Elmer. The King is dead ! 'tis true, alas I 

I go to bear the tidings round, 

Echoed soon in belfi^ sound. 
Ingulf. Peace gird him ! he was a saint ! 

Ages shall his eons paint. 
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Whilst a worthy breast survive 
His renown shall fadeless live ! 
Ethelred's seraphic son, 
Peerless here, to angels flown ! 
Scarce Westminster Abbey raised, 
(Apotheosis of Fine Taste, 
Gate Beautiful of the waste, 
By mortals and immortals praised), *" 
And the royal builder dies ! [A pause. 

But, adieu ! the morning flies. 
Sir A. So, farewell ! with lurid heart 

Two knights sombrely depart. [Bells sound. 

Hark ! good Ingulf, 'tis the bell 

To the world our loss doth tell ! 

[Exit Sir Arthur. 
Imjulf (alone). The Sovereign of the Seraphim '). -^ 

Hath sent his escort forth 
To break the silver cord, and bear 

The golden bowl from earth ; 
The chariot of th' Eternal waits. 

The Spirit's bidding breath. 
The Halls of Light have kissed a hand, 

A Eose perfumed in death ! [Exit Ingulf. 

Enter Fairy. 

Fah-y. White lies the Prince of the Island of Eoses ; 
Blanched droops the brow of the bride of his love ; 
He sleeps amongst ohves, his brave heart reposes ; 
'Tis slumber beneath, and 'tis rapture above. 
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20 Act I.— Scene III. 

Assembled stood groups of adorers around him ; 

His bright sun had gained the proud summit of day , 
When the Angel of Death in the radiance found him, 
And whispered the summons that bore him away. 
No longer the star of that piety flashes ; 

No more doth the torch of that sapience bum ; 
But the Gross, resting peacefally o*er his chill ashes, 
Is heaven's own pledge of the spirit's return. 

lExit Fairy. 
Enter Thoicas (boatman) and Inwood. 
Thomas. You lazy liver ! would I be fed 

With the good monks' hard-earned bread ! 
Earn your own subsistence, man, 
You'll find it the most healthful plan. 
Inwood. True, but I'm not strong enough 

For your work, so hard and rough. 
Thomas. You lie I you are, it's all stuff ! 
Other people have to work 
Quite as delicate as you ; 
I see no reason you should shirk 

To labour like your betters, too. 
Some day, p'rhaps, a change may come, 

When monks have no bread to give, 
And abbey beUs, all stricken dumb ; 

Then, parasite, how'll you live ? 
Now the good old monarch's dead, 
Many that he daily fed 
Will have to wander fer for bread. 
(Ah ! the gentle life he led !) 
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I love the poor, and heaven forbid 
That we honest claimants chid. 
No, let kind souls feed the poor 
And disabled from their store, 
But sneaks Hke you I can't endure. 
I'll see to it they don't long foster 
Such a worthless, vile imposter ! 
Inwood, Mean you fighting 9 say so, knave, 
A Tartar's pair of fists I have I 

[Shaking fists at Thomas. 
Thmnas, Silence, Philistine ! have you got 
No regard for this bless'd spot ? 
And Saint Austin's Church so near, 
Can we have wild duels here ? 

Not, surely, whilst the doleful bell 
Eings King Edward's solemn knell ! 

My boat, though, Hes waiting yonder. 
To row the wearied Elmer home ; 

Whilst you on my lessons ponder, 
I'll step to see why he don't come. 

[Exit Thomas. 
Inwood (alone), Nice treatment ! — but wait a bit, 
Some one, soon, will yell out, ** Quit ! " 
I've lent that vampue many a shilling, 
Now he's near my heart's blood spilling ! 

[Footsteps lieard approachinif. 
Here they come : — I'U slive away. 
And dodge behind that stack of hay. 
Booking what the old rogues say, [Exit.' 
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Be-entei' Thomas and Elmeb. 

Elmer. Now good boatman, hear my charge, 

Ere we enter your bold barge. 

Mark this : — ^you must promise not 

To divulge one word of what 

I confide, by this bless'd spot. 

Thonuts. Brother Elmer, judgest thou 

I am changed from what I was ? 

Wearing still the old tried brow, 

Why doubt of your quondam Thomas ? 

Look you, is that Dane about, [AnxiomUj, 

Of his trustiness I doubt ! 

[Both looking round, 
Elmer. No, the torment has set sail. 

Mark me, Thomas, men are frail : 

Even boatmen sometimes fail 

In keeping secrets. True, I've tried 

You ere this, and can confide 

In your worth and Saxon pride 

More than in most friends beside. 

By those days of peace and joy. 

When a rosy altar boy. 

Serving prelates in yon fane. 

Promise me in truth again — 

[Takes Thomas' hand. 
By the memories of those days. 

When you sang angelic praise, 

In the Holy Church's lays, 

'Midst the rustic village choir, — 

Let no hint of this transpire. 
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You know 'tis thought the royal sire 

Of Edgar Atheling did expire, 

By means — well, yes — before his time : 

Who knows but so a kindred crime 

May annul Prince Edgar's life ? 

Plots and treacheries are rife, 

And it is already known 

Harold claims the English crown. 
Such are thrones ! King Edward scarce 
Ending his just mortal course. 
And pretorians must prepare 
To guard the kingdom's youthful heir 1 

Now, be you ready at brief warning, 
Any time, of night or morning, . 
To shelter Edgar, and the dear 
Princesses in your cottage here. 
(Thus the world's best glories fare !) 
Thinnas. Precious stewardship ! good brother, 

You have surely not forgot 
'Twas my sprightly great-grand-mother. 

In whose humble ivy cot, 
The royal Alfred laid his head, 
When a' from the Danes he fled. 

Ah ! the memory of those days, 

Bright the flattering thoughts they raise ! 
By the bashful river Thome, 
Sacred since that famous morn, 
When the valiant Alfred trod 
O'er Athelney's weeping sod ; 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



24 Act I.— Scene HI. 

Thomas never could betray 

This morning's trust in any way ! 

Tell the royal children not 

To dread the toils of any plot : 

A guardian lives, proud to defend 

Fragile innocence to the end ! 
Elmer, Good ! right good. I must away, 

I've missed my office books to-day. 
{Aside.) Mirific are a sovereign's ways ! 

Like the ambient rays of grace. 

They oft elude the prying gaze ! 
Thomm, Aye, aye, we must separate, 

Eeady for whatever fate ! 

My duty to the Abbot. Pray 

For Thomas in your chants to-day. 
Elmer. If Thomas be not past the mark 

Of praying for ! ha, ha, old spark ! 
Timnas. Joking always, ever cheery. 

The worst of monks, they look too merry I 
Elmer. Well, let boatmen give directions 

For our visible perfections ! 

And our measure of complexions. 

Your hand, Thomas ; — no reflections ! 

[They sliake liands and separate. 
Inwood {coming forward.) 

How useful are a fellow's ears ! 

I only wish I had two pairs, 

As lengthy as an elder mare's, 

Or au ancient jackass wears ! 
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Bless these ears ! they've caught some news, 
Of which their owner can make use. 
It comes out clerks have more afbirs 
Than singing hymns, and chanting prayers I 

Just imagine that mild soul, 
That creeping, cringing, craven drone, 

Thinking, daring, to control 
The interests of a mighty throne ! 

Who gave him the royal task 

Of guarding kings, I'd like to ask ? 

More fitted in his grizzly mask. 

To screen, or fathom a vinous flask ! 
Certain facty he gets well paid 
For his counsels, and state aid. 

He makes himself all right, we're sure. 
Of course, your patriots are poor, 
And privations vast endure. 

They know how to guard a Prince, 
Sly, bought loyalty evince. 

Yes, yes, it's an artful scheme 

To grasp more wealth, power, and esteem. 

Money is their darling dream, 

Money is their royal theme ! 
Knights and nobles flatter kings 
To get themselves this world's good things. 
They're but an upper sort of hirelings I 

If Christians feed the poor and needy. 
They, themselves, are always greedy ; 
Ever hourly on the watch 
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Golden fish to hook and catch. 
They worship Plutus, not by name, 
But their hearts are his the same. 

Apostles were made Ushers of men. 
Discijyles, fishers from men come : 

The Church is but a pirate's den, 

Remus — Romulus bom again ! 

Least so, these are my opinions. 

And the more enlightened demons : — 

Raider's club project their doom ! — 
Odin's breath the lot consume ! [A jxnate. 

Because I've plied small work of late, 
(My doctor says I'm delicate, 
Which is my family's sad fate) 
I know these scamps my presence hate. 

Last week I had to starve an hour. 
Before Tom brought my doles of flour. 
Because I said the beer was sour, 
In my meek face they slammed the door ! 
But revenge on such I'll have ! 
Why should I be pauper slave. 
Waiting for a musty grave 
lu some scrubby, swampy cave ? [Earit, 

Scene IV. — Whichester — Boudoir in the Palace, 
Queen Editha, Aoatha, Margaret, and Christina 
seMed habited in viotuminfj. Queen Editha jterusiyij a 
letter in silence. 
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Q, KditJia. Soon as good king Edward dies, 

Lo ! what broils, what miseries ! 

Said they well who buried him 

The star of righteousness grew dim. 
Lives an ancient prophecy, 

That this fervid faith shall die 

Through the land, five centuries hence ; 

Yet, methinks, strong Saxon sense 

Will for ever reverence 

Such as he, whilst ocean roars 

Bound our adamantine shores ! 
Agatha. Lady, so ! for he was wise ; 

Shield of goodness, foe of vice. 

They'll style him, with a full consent, 

Edward the Munificent ! 

From the lands beyond the sea 

Suffering pilgrims flocked to thee ; 

From the clime of Knightly Fire, 

Trooping from the Isle of Ire, 

Led as by Amphion's lyre, 

Came poor victims pleadingly ! 

And the King met their desire. 

With a love no toil could tire ; 

Laid his white hand on their brows. 

And to health the afflicted rose. 

Friend of every noble cause, 

Now he joins the Light of Laws : 

Nigh the Bainbow'd Mountain draws, 

Whence the Jasper Torrent flows. 
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Margaret. Ah ! that England yet may see 
Many monarchs such as he ! 
But how pensive, lady dear, 
Your overburdened smiles appear : 
Gome worse sorrows darkling near ? 

Q, Editha. Pearl, how little dost thou know 
This world's specious, tinsel show ! 
A punic world ! its chiefs and slaves 
Are mostly parcemis^ or knaves. 
Talk of honour, preach of truth, 
Where survive they, in good sooth ? 
Heaven pity us ! — as David says. 
There is no saint left now-a-days ! 
Yet, piercing through the ages* gloom, 
I see a Seventh Edward come 
To make a vapid England bloom ! 
Whose Uriel sword doth glance all ways 
To guard th* Edenic Tree of Grace 1 

Margaret. Now, those words are honest truth t 
Prophetic, ethical, in sooth ! 
Oftentimes, in early youth, 
In our wont to calmly stray 
By Presburg's hills, a summer day. 
Have I traced some village smile 
In the sun ; as if no guile. 
No crime, no falsehood ever stained 
Its dwellers, or its peace profaned. 
And in the distance, might it seem 
Th' abode of innocence supreme : 
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But would Edgar impress me, — 
" Sister, trust not all you see : 
<< Appearances are seldom true ; 
** Hearts sincere but very few, 
** ('Twas the Christ who told this thee), 
** Thus yon hamlet, smiling there, 
'' Midst the valley, seemeth fair, 
*• But, could eyes discern the truth, 
** 'Tis the home of ill unruth, 
** Where a thousand passions rife 
** Constitute the bane of life." 

As you say, instructress dear. 
Little is as doth appear. 

[Enter Messenger with a letter, handing ittoQ. Editha. 

Q. Ediilia, Children, 'tis our prayer, — ^withdraw, — 
All as our lost saint foresaw ; — 
Bight a by-wo]:d, might is law. 
Christina. Like wild sea-waves, triply thrown, 
Troubles never come alone ! 
Wherefore, good Queen, this new one ? 
Q. Editha. Christa, you shall learn the cause 
Too speedily, with deep regret. 
What care men for Virtue's laws, — 
(Compasses by Heaven set 
To mark her Golden Circlet) 

So their selfishness be met ? 
Honour's maxims ? — grainless straws ! 
(Reads.) 
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** Right Courteous Greeting. We presume that 
" you will in nowise oppose our gracious accession 
" to the throne of England, or encourage, aid, or abet 
** rueful hostility to our sovereign claims ; it being our 
** bounden duty, privilege, and right, to uphold the 
** dignity of ourselves, friends, lieges, and freemen. 
** Harold, 
'* Who seeks audience at your pleasure.'' 
(Agatha, Margaret ami Christina eynbradiuf.) 
C/irlstina, Better, love, a cloistral life, 

Freed from envy's clouds of strife, 

Than the aching, futile scenes. 

Dramas of great kings and queens. 

Come, my Margaret, we forego 

All this variant pompous show. 

Happier, sister, when exiled. 

We wandered Presburg's valleys wild, 

Than amidst this Saxon land, 

Though its riches, power grand. 

Crouching He at our command ! 
Margaret. Fear not fate ! — ^be not afraid, 

I would Hve a shepherd maid. 

Any caUing, — any trade, — 

In bleak earth's obscurest shade, 

Bather than in crowns arrayed ; 

Trembling lest their lustre fade, 

Dissembling lest by slaves betrayed ! 
Q, Editha. Sweet maids, go ! — whatever come, 

Shines still for you, Heaven's dome. 
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New crowns briglit'niiig in that home, 
Thrones in dimless splendours bloom, 
Bust, nor moth, nor foe consume ! 
Agatlui, Bereaved Rose, would seraph soft sigh a 
sweet word, 
Might yield thee swift solace in sorrow : — 
Ah ! the tears trickling fast in griefs night, I 
have heard, 
Most tell of a sun-gladdened morrow I 

[Exeunt Agatha, Margaret, and Christina, 

after embracing Queen. 
Q. Editha (alone). 

'Twas but yesterday he died, — 

England's tutelary guide ! 

What ungracious haste we trace 

In a fledgling for his place : — 

No spark, no truce of knightly grace. 

'Tis most wanton ! 'tis most base I [A pause ^ 

Yet, youth ever were afire 

To accompHsh rash desire. 

Ah ! if Edward's prophecy 

Be fulfilled, it chance may be 

Better that a hero-king 

Beign than Edgar Atheling. 

Mild youth I haply too religious 

To be martial, or litigious. 

Yet I've seen, and seen again. 

The meekest make the bravest men. 

And the mind, by wisdom led. 
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Should be subtly iUumed. [.4 pause. 

If the invader landed on 

The shores of startled Albion, 

And a mint were reigning here, 

Who lost the realm, *tis vivid clear 

Men would censure Providence, 

Failing in him confidence : 

And the chroniclers proclaim 

Gallant Britain lost her fame, 

Because a Levite ruled the land, 

Too stolid, foemen to withstand, 

Too monkish, brave men to command. 

Let Harold but assume the crown, — 

Lawless warrior of renown, — 

Every tower of hope o'erthrown. 

Relegated we to slavery, 

'Twill not speak defective bravery. 

Thus the world would judge, and though. 

Sage deems its teachings false, we know 

Overtly, Hie millions bow. 

But complaining dreamster, pause I 

Some one treads the corridors [Ltsteiwng. 

Unannounced. I hear them come : — 

What effironteiy have some ! 

Enter 'ELkROU>,foUowed by an Attendant bearing a Crown. 

Q. Editha (ande). 

Edith, firmness t hide thy fears : 
Alike to Harold, prayers and tears. 
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Harold, Now, madam, you will understand 
Clearer, Harold's high demand. 
We feared our missive too obscure 
Without ourselves to re-assure. 

I pray you pardon this intrusion, 
England's pressing needs require 

That for king, she swiftly choose one 
Famed for skill and martial fire. 
I, this day, have been selected. 
By a goodly multitude ; 

And, in loud acclaims, elected. 
Monarch for the general good. 

Men, who scanned the dazzling comet 
Flaming erewhile, night by night. 
Have not failed to augur from it 
Confirmation of my right :— 
The People's King, who hath arisen 
To usher in a goodly season. 
And lives and manners more to reason ! 
Q. Editlia, How some men can pretexts give 
For all the projects they contrive ! 
Baffled here, they seek the stars 
To lend light to their wiles and wars ! 
Happy, if by mounting thus. 
Escape woes of Prometheus. 
No, Harold : but for Edward's sake, 
Depart, ere Edith's pained heart break. 

[Points away, 
Harold, Depart ! Oh ! yes, I go away, 
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But claim the kingdom from this day, 

Though, for good King Edward's sake, 

Will your wild words kindly take. [Going. 

Q, Editha. Lord Harold, ere the fateful end 

Did Edward unto you commend 

His royal kindred to defend. 

See how well the gracious task 

You now fulfil 

Harold, Let me ask, 

Eesist you then our just demand, 

Sanctioned by all England ? 
Q. Editha. Brother, 'tis no time, or place 

For language so devoid of grace. 
Harold {aside). I go away, talk as they will, 

I have my orbit to fulfil. 

The living need the people's wreath. 

As well as they who lie in death ! 

[Exeunt Harold and Attendant. 
Q, Editha. Ah ! the days are vile and sterii. 

Enough to make the dead return 

With the sword of Gideon, 

Or Ithuriel's falchion ! 

Enter Prince Edgar and Archbishop Stigand. 

Q. Editlia. My Lord Primate, I so regret 
The piteous times our age hath met ! 
Lord Harold at this moment claimed 
Our crown, not his, — unawed, — ^unshamed, 
By contiguous death untamed I 
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StifjaruL Lady, all was told to me, 

Spare thyself the history. 

Prince Edgar deigns not to contest 

A crown which will be long unblest. 
Edgar, Mine to flee the maledictions 

Of the Eoyal Dead's predictions. 

Harold vaunts as son of Mars ; — 

Let him dare the coming wars. 

Heralded by flaming stars : 

His to don the crown of myrrh, — 

A crownless life let me prefer ! 
Stujand, You have spoken wisely, son, 

As your fiat, be it done ! 

Call we now the nobles round, 

Harold shall our king be crowned. 

Ah ! 'twill be a burden found ! 

Stained each inch of British ground ; 

Blood and anguish shall abound. 

[A jmu^Hc, lookiruf towards the east. 

Lo ! I see his burial mound, 

In the fatal deluge drowned ! 
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ACT II. 

Scene I, — Road near a Wood. Enter Herald 
and several armed Knights with parchment proclamation. 
Trumpets, Alarms. Peasants assembliruj. Proclama- 
tion read, 

*' Harold, King of England. To our faitbfal Saxons, 
Angles, Danes, and Britons, Greeting. 

** Whereas : We have been apprised that our 
" ancient enemy, William, Duke of Normandy, has, 
<* wantonly and against all precedent, descended upon 
"our Southern Coasts, with wicked and perfidious 
** design, — we have resolved to proceed forthwith in 
'* person thither and give him speedy battle ; and 
" hereby summon our faithful earls, thanes, knights, 
"yeomen and heges to rally around our Eoyal 
" Standard in this Vicinity, and within six hours ; 
** otherwise, and in default, they will incur the perils 
"of our High and Sovereign displeasure. God 
" Save the King !" 

[TumuUtuyus cheering, Exeunt Omnes. 

Enter Ingulf and Snt Arthur. 

Ingulf, I told you storms would swiftly fall 
On England's good and true men all. 
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When the good king Edward died 

The Church's friend, and wise men's guide. 

A parhelion mounts the throne ; 

(By right of birth 'tis Edgar's own.) 

They say King Harold, years gone by, 

When a youth in Normandy 

Swore an oath on cross and book 

To aid this wicked Norman Duke. 

(Guess he'd too much grape-juice took, 

Or was by his sense forsook) 

And gave the royal crown away 

To foreigners, — alack-a-day ! 

Now, across the pliant sea, 

Spring the Knights of Normandy ! 
Sir A, And we, say you, are to look on 

At the spoils of this poltroon ! 

Norman rule ? no ! not for me ! 

None of your fair fleur-de-lis ! 

I'd fight it to eternity ! 
Ingulf, So would I ; I always do ! 

Like all hearts good and true. 

'Tis my trust our yeoman will 

Prove to knaves their martial skill ; 

And sink them miles below the sea ; 

Britons perish if not free ! 

But, — look yonder, who appears ? 

[Both looking afar. 
Sir A. A dense crowd with bows and spears ; 

Some amongst them, volunteers. 
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Stand aside, aside ! they come. 

Hark ! the loud recruiting drum. [Drums. 

Ingulf. Now's a grand chance for ihe brave ! 
Sir A, And the slave ! 

Ingulf. And the knave ! 

Sir A. And the grave I 

Ingulf. From which, heaven save ! 

Enter Volunteers, &c., singing. 

Arise, ye brave ! 

Across the wave 
Has sprung the Norman foe : 

Assemble all 

From cot and hall, 
And freemen's valour show ! 

ShaUwefly 

When danger's nigh ? 

Ten thousand times say "No! " 
. We wUl fight 
For freemen's right, 

For we are patriots true ! 

Where's the land 

Can withstand, 
Or compare with ours ? 

An Island home. 

The queen of bloom. 
And crowned with Fame's best flowers ! 
Chorum. Shall we fly, &c. 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



Act II. — Scene I. 89 

How knights all 

Disdain the thrall 
Of foreigners and foes : 

So speed along, 

Both old and young, 
And round the Normans close ! 

Chorus, Shall we fly, &c. 

Either we 

Must triumph free, 
And hurl invaders home : 

Or to-morrow, 

Slaves of sorrow, 
Proud Saxons must become ! 

Chorus. Shall we fly, &c. 

Oft we said 
No foe should tread, 
And trample down our graves ; 
Now men sing, — 
Long live the King ! 
Freemen die not slaves ! 

[Exeunt Volunteers singing Chorus — 
** Shall we fly," &c. 

Ingulf, Sir Arthur, be reports half true. 
The Norman forces are not few. 
Our soldiers have stupendous siege 
Just now, the fight by Stamford Bridge ; 
(Ten times a thousand of the foe 
Lie there in death's embraces low.) 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



40 Act II. — Scene I. 

All is fair, they say, in war I 

But Normans too unknightly are. 

No pause they give for rest, or truce, 

'Tis a most ungallant ruse ! 
Sir A, A pardonable ruse-de-giMrre ! 

Be not coward. Let «« go 

And join our compatriots too. 
Ingulf, Better so,— or may-be waits us 

The fiate of cowards, or of traitors ! 
Sir A. Take my arm : do I unnerve you ? 
Ingulf, No ; anything at all to serve you I 

[Exeunt, arm-in-arm. 

Various Peasants passing, carrying rude war weapons, — 
rusty a^es, spears, swords, crowbars, pitchforks, dc. 

First two, singing. 

Come to the battle 

My brother, with me : 
Our bucklers shall rattle. 
The foemen shall flee. 
The Norman shall wonder 
How peasants can fight ; 
Nor long shall he plunder 
An island so bright ! 

Come to the battle, &c. 
Several others, [Exeunt singing. 

Never shall the Norman, 
Never shall the Turban, 
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Over us rule foreman ; 

Never, brothers, never ! 
Never shall the Eoman, 
Never shall the foeman,. 
Never shall no man, 

Crush us, brothers, ever ! 
[Exeunt singing ** Never shall the Norman," &c. 

Knter Charity-school Girls, carrying posies, satchels, dc, 
and searchiruj round for wild fiorets. 

First Child, Sings. 

Don't you love the merry birds, 

Warbling in the groves ; 
In their gay and sunny words 

Chirping of their loves ? 

Second Child. 

Sweeter are the daisies fair 

To our gladsome eyes, 
Than the jewels princes wear, 

And so dearly prize. 

Third Child. 

Come, Blanche, let us seek the rose, 

England's fairest flower ; 
In these lovely woods it grows. 
Queen of ev*ry bower. 

AIL Come and let us seek the rose, &c. 

[Exeunt singing. 
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Enter Saxon Bowmen. 

Song. 
Come, where the battle rages ! 

Brother, march with me ; 
We tread to mark war's pages 

With words of victory ! 
On ! wliere the fight is strongest ! 

On I — to the battle's core ! 
Bold where the archers longest 

Their blinding missives pour. 
[Exeunt simfincf " On, where the fight," &c. 

Enter In wood. ( He takes from under Ms vmntle a small 
hotth and stealthily imbibes a draught, ) 

The world is getting precious hot ! 
This England's a most cursed spot ! 
Happen with the Norman foemen 
There is to he a good time come in ! 
I thought old Harold had rewarded 
The information I afforded. — 
Not a brown penny ! — that pit below 
Is too cool for him to drop into ! 
I hear he's turned young Edgar out. 
Knows his book off I've no doubt ! 
'Tis a most ungrateful nation. 
Fitted for a scorchimj station ! 
1 was using a higffer word. 
But this one is miich preferred ! 
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Frosted, vile rogues, more or less, 
Worse than Celts, or Gaels, I guess. 
And tJiey are bad enough, it*s true ; — 
If a Dane speaks they run him through. 

The end of it, — I'll cut to Norway I 
There, good spies they always pay : 
And if you slay a prince outright, 
By aid of dirk, or demonite. 
They make you admiral, or knight. 

Hark ! I hear some feet approaching. 
Off lad ! — or be ta'en for poaching. 
Quick ! behind these Druid trees. 
And pick your spoils &om fools like these. 
To change betimes for royal fees. 

[KA-it, after draining bottle. 

Enter Pbince Edgab, Mabgabet and Chbistina. 

Margaret, Brother, said you it stood here. 

The boatman's cottage ? 

Edgar, *Tis, dear. 

Beyond those trees, see, there. 

[Points to a distance. 

How lovely seems the world to-day I 

"Who would dream in such a world 

Evil's standard were unfurled ! 

Midst the wood-larks singing gay ; 

And, as guarding angels stray 

Encamping round the wise who pray. 

And beckoning all ills away ! 
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Margaret. Nearer, say they, to the sad, 

To console them, than the glad ; 

Even clement to the bad. 

The uncle, who long shielded us. 

Whose freest palace yielded us 
Every comfort until now, 

How little dreamt he of our flight, 

Weary, wasted, day and night. 
From Danish and from Norman foe ; 
Whose discourtesies we know ! 

More blest the dead's forgotten rest I 
Edgar, Pause not now. Transmute we best 

Every evil that comes guest 

By remembrance of the past, 

And our faith in right at last 1 
Come, maybe the Norman spies 

Track our footprints in disguise. 

Thus a prince with kindred flies i 
Christina, Look ! a boatman comes this way, 
Edgar, 'Tis A^;— our friend for many a day, 

Tired of our prolonged delay. 

(Boatman heard singing,) 

When will Christmas come ; 

When will Spring be here ? 
Sing of woods in bloom ; 

Sing of Christmas cheer ! 
Sing of woods in bloom ; 

Sing of Christmas cheer ; 
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I wish their blessings come 
On each day in the year ! 

Enter Boatman, minting. 

Ah, my Heges, be you swift ! 

See my cottage, — to the left. [Pointit. 

My good wife waits your presence there, 

With right kind will, though homely faare. 

Go. See beyond, the open door. 

I'll stay to see all round secure. 
Edgar (aside). Kind peasant ! what would England be 

But for landsmen and boatmen hke thee ! 

[ExeuM Fugitives. 
Boatman (alone). 

Sings, 

My boat sails on the Thames, 

My cottage by the shore ; 
It will be decked with gems 
As never house before. 

Ha, ha ! not a bad voice for a boatman ; 
Try again, jolly old throatman ! 

Sings. 
My boat is on the Thames, 

My cottage by the shore : 
My house is decked with gems, 

As never house before. 

Good ! never better. My voice improves, 
'Tie sweetest music of these groves ; 
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Or ijraves, — ha, ha, I'm cream of doves. 
Midst knaves and slaves, the ace of loves. 

Sings. 
My boat is on the Thames, 

The boatman on the land ; 
He is all that he seems. 

And waits for your command. 

Let's go ! or the woods will sharp become 

Too musical for birds to feel at home ! [Kidt, 

Enter Inw6od. 

Thanks, good fools ! I've heard enough. 

I did well to hold aloof ! 

Hope you'll sup beneath yon roof, 

Till Normans call there for the proof ! 

All I've now got left to do, 

Is to let Duke William know I 

Just what Inwood waited for ; 

Old hand ! you'll have coins to draw ; — 

Honest wages in your claw ! 

The dusky Tar thinks his scheme 

A perfect patent dodge, 'twould seem. 

Ha, ha, ha, I'll try the Duke, 
And ornament his new Cash Book ! 
** Inwood " there will pretty look ! 
No ! — that won't do, — my naifne must not 
In ink appear. 'Twould be a blot 
On my family : — I forgot I 
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My cresty ha, ha, must show no spot 

To posterity (a precious lot 

Of darlings they will be, Sir Sot !) 

Let me fist the money though, 
And they'll square the other too, 
On their parchments, old and new. 
I thought my talents like to take me 
To monarchs, and tall fortunes make me. 
Methinks I'll buy a well-stocked farm ; 
A nice, snug cottage on it, warm. 
Free from care, beyond alarm ; 
Nothing to disturb, or harm, 
There f old age will slope on calm ! 

Now to learn a brisk, trim speech, 
Eeady when the Duke I reach, 
(Different from the drawl they preach.) 
So, so, — ** Your Grace, I do beseech 
'* You lend your lowest slave an ear," 
(We say ''lend,'' don't we, not ''(five,'' here ?^ 
** Who comes in trembling hope and fear 
" With news imperative," and so on : 
Then of course he'll nod, — ** Go on !" 

Ha, ha, ha, you never fear, 

Inwood will turn volunteer, 
To fight for an ungrateful land 
Against Duke William and his band : 
To fight for this one British Lion 
When beyond are three a-flyin' ! 
For our patronage a-dying ! 
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Inwood crawled upon their charity ; 
Fed on viands of small rarity ; 
Impish little wine of quality 
Sipped he to uphold his jolhty ! 

Soon, he'll have to thank no man 

For such dainties, far less, woman. 
The Duke is certain to promote 

Friends, who bring him news like mine. 
Ill deck me in my sleekest suit, 

And off I start to grab the shine. [Eml 



Scene II. — Norman Camp near Hastings, Titne, 
Evening, Enter Duke William, William Fitz 
Osborne, Toustain le Blanc (Duke's Standard Bearer), 
and Attendants. 

Duke, Are our outposts strong and secure ? 
Fitz 0, All, my liege, is safe and sure. 
The troops have been well supplied 
With munitions, beverage strong, 
And for combat impatient long. 
Duke, Good. Send thus to the Saxon King 
Swift envoy with this final word : — 
** Either yield thy crown at once, 
*' Or, William grants thee, if preferred, 

** The privilege of meeting him 
" In single combat, to decide 
** Thy fate and his this eventide." 
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Or, should he disdain these offers, 

Say, •* Duke William once more proffers 

" To let the Pontiff arbitrate 

" Between us, and decide our fate." 

[Exeunt several Attendants. 
Fitz O. Duke William, I opine the King 
Would rather desolation bring 
On the land, from end to end, 
Than accept the terms you send. 
These Saxons are a stubborn race. 
Though Hair and beauteous in face ; 
And not quite void of skill and grace. 

Withal, sagacity can trace 
That they grope in evil case. 
Eebellious, treacherous, jealous, base ; 

Conceited in the last degree, 
Exulting in their ancestry. 
Pretending to much chivalry, 

And yet oppressors of the free : 

On land dark bandits, worse on sea. 
Be ours to set them good example, 
And on their fulsome follies trample : 
Though many years away must glide 
Ere you subjugate their pride ; 
Their traditions thrust aside. 
Duke. Speak not thus ! — ^a million hearts 

Are writhing in their Saxon homes : 
The foeman from his kindred parts 

Crying, " Desolation comes ! 
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" Fate the land to slaughter dooms." 
So our spies, with one accord, 
Many days, have brought us word. 

Ah ! blind England, — must Norns shed 
Foe-blood until the rills roll red ? 
Till thy piles of tombless dead 
Mar the very conqueror's tread ! 
And the mocking fiends rejoice. 
Over one vast charnel-house ; 
As black demons groan aghast 
To view their fury matched at last ! 

Thou hast deemed our vengeance slow. 
But its haughtiness shalt know, 
As will teach thee what it is 
To defy a soul like this ! 

Did not Harold solemnly. 
On saints' felics, promise me 
All assistance to obtain 
This Saxon crown, so here to reign ? 

Justice, though, shows faint through prism 
Of a selfish patriotism : 
And the gold of truth is made 
At ambition's touch to fade ! 

Suppose he was an infant then. 
How convenient in shrewd men. 
Thus to shrink from what they loathe ; 
(He, and his advisers, sooth !) 

Harold violates his oath, 

And forfeits life and kingdom both ! 
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Eiiter Two Norman Archers icith Inwood prisoner. 

First Archer, Great Duke, we found this Saxon spy 

Hiding in the thickets by. 

He pretends to bring some news 

That may prove of wondrous use. 

Ha, ha, ha, — the foxy goose ! 

Shall we swing him off some tree, 

Or despatch him instantly ? 

Without their Saxon judge and jury ! 
Second Archer, I'd have finished him ofr^oon, 

But my comrade spared the loon. 

Says he, ''Let our great commander 

** First light eyes upon the gander, 

" He'll perhaps make him merry-andrew." 
Duke {to Inwood). Fellow, let us hear this news : 

Then your own death you may choose : 
That is, if it be no worth ; 

If 'tis useful, why we will 

Pay right handsome to your fill. 
Anyhow, quick I — trot it forth I 
Inwood {kneeling). Great Duke, hear me patiently. 

Mayst thou soon our ruler be, 

Founding perfect liberty ! 

Lo I Inwood crouching at thy feet, 

Thy rank and mightiness to greet. [Bows, 

The information that I bring 

Is worthy notice of a king. 

I've travelled many dreary miles 

To gain your Grace's august smiles. [Bows. 
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Near the banks of broadest Thames, 

Hidden by some quaint old elms, 

A cottage stands : and there have fled 

Prince Edgar, with his sisters twain, 

(The remnants of the Saxon reign) 

To mature fell plot, I dread, 

Great Duke, 'gainst you and your train : 

Perhaps to seize your princely head, 

Prom which, Balder's club refrain ! 

I will undertake to lead 
Your retainers there with speed, 
Thwart these enemies of thine, — 
The last of Alfred's haughty line. 

Duke. Sirrah, should your tale prove true, 
Large amends we make to you. 

(To Osborn.) Send some scouts along with him. 
To this cottage. — Lose no time. — 
His story may be true, if wot. 
Slay the miscreant on the spot ! 

[Exeunt several with Inwood, guarded, 

Duke (aside). Though I ruled this land for ever, 
I would trust these Saxons never ! 
See how soon the knaves conform. 
Seek the best port in the storm ! 
Their souls of ice will never learn 
How French natures beat and bum. 
But, chance, he's not of Saxon race. 
He seemed to wear a Northman's fia.ce. 
His accent showed small Saxon trace. 
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Out ! — the cur's a vile disgrace ! [Listens. 

Hark ! what joyous sounds hear we ? 

Serfs of ours are downright merry ! 
(To Osbom.) I should like those songsters near me. 

Go : say you that the Duke is sad, 

And of their music would be glad. 

[Exit Osborn. 
Duke. Who knows that song may be the last 

Shall from those brave lips be passed P 

Ah ! we must hear wilder strains 

Soon, from Saxon hills and plains. 

The victim's scream, the vulture's shriek, 

As axe and spear in red gore reek ; 

The crackling of consuming halls ; 

The crash of falling palace walls ; 

The clash of shattered citadels ; 

The clangour of alarum bells, 

As watchman word of terror tells : 

The dash of steed through grassy dells. 

Whence flash and speed the glassy fells, 

To blast the peace of hermits' cells, 

Where now a halcyon quiet dwells : 

The conqueror's exulting cry 

As the vanquished foemen fly ; 

And arrows hurtling through the air. 

Commingling with man's wild despair, 

Will, underneath their Saxon sky. 

Upraise a hideous harmony ! 

But see, here comes Taillifer. 
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Entei' Taillifer loiH Minstrels. 

(To Minstrels. J We would hear the chant you were 
Discoursmg loud in yonder wood : 
To our ears it seemeth good. 

[Minstreh fmm a circle and simj.) 

Sonif, 
Tlie sunny day's declining, 
And the sleepless stars are shining, 
And the moonbeams entertwining 

With the shadows of the wood. 
Whilst stars above are blinking 
The gay Norman sons are drinking. 
And upon the dear homes thinking 

They have left beyond the flood. 

Whilst stars above, &c. 
A]id thousands are preparing 
For deeds of dash and daring, 
And, with brave comrades sharing 

The festive cup around. 
For many, at the breaking 
Of bright mom may be partaking 
Of the sleep that knows no waking, 

On the glory-covered ground ! 
For many, &c. 

So, when Aurora glances, 
If the Saxon King advances, 
Let us meet him with our lances, 
And our lion-flag unfurled : 
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And the nations shall revere us, 
And our enemies shaU fear us, 
And our victories endear us 
To the heroes of the world ! 

And the nations, &c. 

Duke. Your song pleaseth us full much ! 

Tis marvel where you learned such. 

Presume 'tis rendered from the Dutch ? 
TaiUifer, No. my lord, 'tis all our own ; 

In thoughts, and wording, as in tone. 
Duke, Loud he it sung at morning light 

Ere our armies join in fight. 

'Twill their bravery excite : 

'Tis worthy ear of valiant knight. 
{To Attendant,) Entertain the Aiinstrels well. 

Since in song, they so excel. 

For the present, we must part, 

To repose each anxious heart. 

{Exeunt Minstrels uith Attendants. 

Fitz O. Ah ! in quent of sleep to go. 

To sleep ? to slumber ? ah I no, no ! 

Fair sleep comes not so nigh the foe. 
Duke. Say, to woo the faintest smile 

Of Somnus for the briefest while, 

Our first repose on Albion's Isle. 
TouHtain le B. Your Grace, 'tis not like sunny France ; 
Their English evening breeze blows chill ; 
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It makes one's mind reflective glance 
Across the sea with homeward thrill. 

I fear me Hiem's swift advance 
Will all our weakly heroes kill I. 
Duke. Kill ? no ! no ! we'll see to that. 

Our trusty heroes shall grow fat 

On wine-juice, and the dainty beef, 

That Saxons boast as viand chief. 

But truce ! — to sleep, to slumbers brief. 

Scene III. — Hastings — TJie Saxon Camp, Time, 
Evening, Enter King Habold and his Brothers, 
GuRTH and Leofwin, and Attendants. 
K. Harold. How slowly re-inforcements come ; 
They arrive in such small groups ; 
All around wears sach deep gloom 
That my courage almost droops. 
What can we dare with these few troops ? 
Gurth, Oh I my brother, let me pray you 
Leave us here to brave the foe ; 
Let not rashest zeal betray you 
To attack the Normans now. 
To our calmer judgment bow. 
Return, dear Harold, to your home ; 
Meantime, stronger aids may come. 
Risk not your dear life till we 
Evoke an army worthy thee. 
The Effroc fight has nobly tired 
Our valiant knights, and though full fired 
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With zest, they speed not as desired. 
Now, leave us to contest the field ; 
Thou shalt help us if we yield ; — 
Should we fall f thy sword unsheath, 
Avenge thy royal brothers' death, 
Lying in dark gore beneath ! 
Leo/win, Yes, our Harold, do depart ! 

Thy death would rend Leofwin's heart. 

Clings round me some presentiment ; 

Like mirage intuition sent, 

Should Harold homeward not return, 

His fall, to-morrow, men shall mourn ! 

From warned affection prudence learn, 

Harold dear, return, — return ! 
Harold, Brothers, on many a dolorous field 

Your Harold has disdained to yield. 

When thousands failed, and hope expired, 

He has borne the battle's brunt untired, 

His mind sedate, his bosom fired 

With golden glories in arms acquired. 

And now, fair brothers, come what may, 

Harold will not his fame betray 1 
What would our friends and enemies say 

If Harold fled Irom the primal fray ? 

A King must ever a hero be ; 

Intrepid and calm, though legions flee. 

With foibles many, ye love me still, 

And defend a realm to the last I will ! 

[A pause J jmcm ajiriomly to and fro. 
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*Tis Autumn now, and the ripe fruits fall, 
And our island flowers lie perished all. 
What though mine be the fate of Saul 7 
And sacred minstrel o'er my pall 
Harp his dirge of death withal, — 
'Tis but a fleeting world around. 
And better to die than be discrowned ! 

By Saxon lips be it never said 
Harold from base Normans fled. 
No, good brothers, the brave would blush. 
And the foeman*s cheek in triumph flush. 

Shall he who the Danes could crush, 
From the spears of the Normans rush ? 
Shall it be written that Harold retreated. 
Who the son of famed Sigurd defeated ? 
Must it be told that a veteran quails. 
The vanquisher of the Chiefs of Wales ? 

Once more, sweet kinsmen, come what imy, 
Harold will never his friends betray ! 
But who comes hither, brothers ? — look, 
*Tis some messenger from the Duke. 

Enter Duke William's envoy y Monk Dom Hughes 
Maigrot. Hands a missive to Harold, hnwimj, 

Maigrot, 

King Harold, his Grace commands me to give 
His salutations, and brief answer receive. 

Harold (after attentively perusing missive ), 
Answer your master simply, " No." 
The Crown is not mine to bestow : 
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In single combat I will not fight, 

Nor refer to the Pope the question of Riffht, 

[Euit Maigrot, hoxvimj. 
Harold (to Brothers ), 

Remember, beloved, how Siward died 
In the glowing flush of martial pride. 

When in death his cheek grew pale, 
And the voice, once potent, inclined to fail, 
He asked for his glittering coat of mail ; 
On his temples he placed his helmet bright ; 
"With sword in left hand, gilt axe in right, 
He expired like champion in the fight. 

Let me depart as Siward died, 
In the crimson glare of battle tide ! 
But see, our chosen minstrels come, 
To burnish courage and banish gloom. 

Enter Minstrels. 
(To Minstrels.) Sing, my friends, some ancient lay 
Of Saxon glories passed away. 
All truce is over, and we must fight 
The rutliless Normans at morning light. 
Chief MinstreL Good King, we smg the best we can : 
*Tis a new song of an artisan. 
In honour of King Ethelstan. 
Sonff. 
Bemember the day when Ethelstan fought 

With Olaf the Dane in the ** City of fountains ; " 
The vict'ry he won, and the havoc he wrought, 
Are fresh in the tales of our valleys and mountains. 
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The armies of Danes and Cambrians fled, 
And Olaf departed to weep on the waters : 

The foreigner mentions that combat with dread, 
And calls it the ** Great Day of terrors and 
slaughters." 

The Kings of the North at their banquets lament 
The loss of their heroes at that fatal action ; 

And often, with grief unavailing repent 

The rashness that led them to war with the Saxon. 

The black raven and wolf feasted for years 

From the corses of Danes in that valley of slaughter ; 

Oh ! never were witnessed such carnage and tears, 
Since Saxons and Angles came over the water. 

Remember those days when thy spirit is sad. 

And the glory of England seems paling and flying ; 

The beams of that triumph shall make thy soul glad. 
And light the wan cheek of the wounded and dying ! 

Harold, Thanks, good minstrels, your song's a ring 
Like the clarion of a king ! 
Refresh most royally these men. 
And bring them to us soon again. 

{Exeunt Minstrels, attended by King's Pages. 

Harold, See, brave brothers, whatever comes. 
The myrtle of Saxon valour blooms ! 
These are the peans that stimulate 
Harold now to defy his fate : 
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Such the reflections that bid me choose 

Not to retreat an inch from my foes, — 

No ! — whatever I win or lose ! 
■ Gurth. Ah ! you were brave even from a boy ! 

A prince in childhood, an image of joy : 

Brave in days that most employ 

To practise folly or others* annoy. 
Leo/win. I see more groups of warriors come 

To augment our forces. How can some 

In such a crisis rest at home ? 
Harold, So there were those who deserted 

The Great Captain, — the faint-hearted. 

Once could I pray that Prince of Peace 

For comfort fitting. Prayers cease 

With Harold when so ill at ease. 
Girth. Then we plead for you the more. 

Still your heart beats true, I'm sure. [A pause. 

Call back scrips of school-day lore : — 

** Kings are mortal, die they must, 

** And account them to the Just. 

" Yet hath Death his Conqueror !" 
Yes, life's sea-tides frittered o'er, 

I'd rest beneath this marly dust 

My relics, leaving lowly trust 
In his word good men adore. 
From abasement to restore, 
When tired Time shall limp no more ! 
Leo/win, Look, the minstrels by the door ! 
Harold. Ah ! these are Apollo's sons I 
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How punctual are they, here at once : 
Their duty music and sweet concord ; 
What pleasure such loyalists afford ! 

[lie-enter Minstrels. 
Sing, bards, sing : be not afraid, 
Music for such times was made. 
Play, good minstrels, a noble trade 
Is yours, by heaven's sylphs essay'd. 
(hirth. And 'twas the broken-hearted Cain 
Who found him solace in sweet strain. 
And read we of a prophet who 
Would not predict without harp too ! 

(Minstrels sing,) 

'Tis the voice of the vahant now calls us to battle ; 
Hark ! how the bright shields and armaments rattle ! 
Who would not die for a father or mother ? 
Who would not fall to rescue a brother ? 

'Tis the voice of the valiant now calls us to glory ; 
Come, brothers, come, there are laurels spread for ye ; 
Tears, if ye perish, at every portal. 
But, if ye triumph, all blessings immortal. 

'Tis the voice of the freeman that bids you to danger, 
To war, in your strength, with the fell Norman 

stranger : 
Who would not fight for dear hearth and dear temple ? 
Come, brothers, rise ! men await our example ! 
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'Tis the voice of King Harold now seeks your protection ; 
Harold, the brave one, — the nation's election ! 
A King leads us forward to death, or to glory; — 
Onward ! ye valiant, — the angels watch o*er ye ! 

Onward, ye valiant I ye scarcely can perish ; 
Or, if ye fall, how your memory tliey'll cherish I 
Time now stands waiting betwixt joy and sorrow, 
To tell to the world of your conquest to-morrow I 

Time is now waiting,— eternity beckons, — 
Earth on your prowess and chivalry reckons : 
Go, my brave brothers ; there's honour before you ; 
Go, without trembling, and blessings shine o'er you I 

Harold, Noble minstrels ! your lyre doth speak 
Music to make the warm heart break ! 
Fare ye well ; — our troops expect 
Us their armatures to inspect. 
Bellona kindly, we will send 
You command our feasts attend. 
Where glory shall with music blend. 

[E.reunt Minstrels bowing. 

Gurth. How happy should this England be ; 
Eenowned in sweetest minstrelsy ; 
The bravest brave possess its shores, 
And good men congregate its towers : 
On whom rich blessings fall in showers I 

Harold. Nay, nay : — 'tis no time to reflect ; 
Our champions their King expect. 
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Brood you less, to act's the word, 

Thoughts appear not, deeds are heard ! 

How basks the moon in heaven above ; 

Not a breath doth woodlands move ! 

May the dazzHng silence prove 

A harbinger of Mar's love, 

And victory leap from orbs above I [E.veunt, 



Scene IV. — Intefior of Boatman's Cottage. PRmcE 
Edgar, Maroabbt, and Christina, seated. 

Enter Boatman. 

P. Ed (jar. Good Thomas, flieth wing of news, 

Whispering how the combat goes ? 
Thomas, No, my Prince, hear I aught. 

Quickly to you 'twill be brought. 

My eyes and ears stiU hold sharp watch. 

Over on the damp house thatch. 

'Tis cold indeed ! — no light, no fire. 

But may save you ruin dire. 
Margaret, Thanks, sentinel, you seem endued 

With ev'ry kind of virtuous good. 

Heaven reward you ; would we could ! 
TJiomas, 1 must away. Remember where 

You hide, if an alarm you hear. 

[Points to trap-door. 
P. Edgar. Guard, yours is a hermitage. 

Or a sort of royal cage 
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To screen crowns from three lions' rage. 

[Eodt Thomas. 
P. Edgar, The Court of our retreat would hear ; 

This sunset brings our mother dear ; 
Chris. Perhaps with tidings of the war. 

Ah, how welcome ! how fares with her 

Palatial life, know you, Edgar ? 
P. Edgar. She waits what sabler scenes occur ; 

Let the foreigner enter there, 

Farewell all palace joys for her ! 

Mark how kind our poor host is. 

May we yet shrine zeal like this. 
Margaret. Keign I Queen, could I forget 

Gratitude's most holy debt ? 

Recompensing him the most 

But for whom our peace were lost. 

Enter Agatha excitedly. Sits down in silence. 

Agatha {rising abruptly). 

Thou England ! what shall I say of thee ? 
Thy foes prevail, thy bravest flee I 
The Norman hirelings triumph gain, 
And Harold, and his brothers twain, 
Lie beneath their standard slain ! 
Heroic Isle ! thou'st lost thy King ; 
An autocrat the strangers bring ; 
Thy chiefs are conquered, thy heroes fled ; 
Thy people derided, and, — ^hope is dead. 
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P, Edtjar, Beloved mother, what words of alarm ! 

Compose yourself : no, you camiot be calm ! 

Disasters such are enough to move 

The pillars of firmest heaven above ! 
Agatha, For your sakes must I moderate 

My boundless anguish at our fate. 

No time, no instant, must we lose 

Who breathe at mercy of Harold's foes. 

Swiftly will their steps advance, 

Precipitate are the swords of France ! 
(To Edgar,) Confirm yourself, — I come to bring 

The message they elect you King. 
P. Edgar. Kingl say you? When? Why? How? 

Mine's a fallen, a faded brow : 

I'm but a branded outcast now ! 

How shall Edgar prevail to raise 

Men's fortimes in these evil days ? 

I, but a child, as the prophet says : 

The sport of ferine Dirse's bow ; 

A skilless Helot, sighing thus 

** Daims sum non (Edipus.*' 

How then rear the fallen flag, 

Invaders deep in the red dust drag ? 
Agatha. Hush, my Edgar, submit you must, 

And strive fulfil so high a trust : 

Power's made perfect to the weak ; 

Benisons promised to the meek. 

Here comes our Primate, and some others, 

Edwin and Markar— orbate brothers. [AU rise. 
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Enter Abghbishop Stigand, Edwin, and Mabsab. 

Agatha, Welcome, my Lord, and you, good friends : 

Edgar to you his cause commends. 
Stigand. Be seated, children ; all courtesies 
Are, like our shattered royalties, 
Abeyant amidst our miseries. [AU are seated. 
These wars make righteous heaven tremble. 

And angels droop their crowns ashamed 
To view mankind the fiends resemble, 

Man after God's bright image framed. 
They cloud the face of majesty, 

And wake the unbeliever's sneers, 
And force to gush incessantly 

The fount of soul-depressing tears. 
But who could have anticipated 

Our noblest warriors crushed and flying. 
Disordered, scattered, and defeated. 
And royal Harold lifeless lying. 
Lost amidst the dead and dying I 
P. Edgar, Alas, for Harold ! how did he die ; 

Met he the issue worthily ? 
Markar, He died as the brave alone can die, — 
Without a tremor, or fearful sigh I * 
Though wounded and bleeding, still he fought ; 
Many a lesson his keen blade taught. 
Ere to the cold clay lowly brought. 
If the field be lost, and Harold slain. 
Our patriots have not struggled in vain ; 
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For oh I they proved what Saxons can do 
When hope and guidance are perished too ! 
Edicifi, 
'Tis a loss to Young England, but cast no reflection 

Upon the fled spirit, the cold brow of death ; — 
The same wave that bore him in glory's direction 
Bebelled 'gainst the voyager, and sank him beneath. 

Like a bird soaring upward, grown dizzy with bright- 
ness. 
The rich gleams of honour so dazzled his eyes. 
That he missed the fair track, and fell bruised and 
Ughtless, 
To perish in dimness from winging the skies ! 

'Tis a story oft told of our children of valour, 

Asserting their birthright, they hasten their doom ; 
And low o'er their brow, in its motionless pallor, 
The wreath of their life lies in premature gloom ! 

[A pause. 
Markar. We may lament when Hastings is named. 

But not the bravest shall bow ashamed. 

Are we there for a failure blamed, 

By lis is the moral vict'ry claimed. 

Our heroes contended till death of day. 

And night, in pity, dissolved the &ay. 
P, Edgar, Ah, that must console the nation 

Amidst its griefs and desolation. 

All, perchance, may be repaired 

If others dare as Harold dared ! 
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Is a leader appointed to tread 
In the steps of the Eoyal Dead ? 

Stigand, Who, save us, are left to appoint 
A leader, and his successor anoint ? 

(To Edgar,) Prince Edgar, come we here to crown. 
And elect you to the throne. 
Your accession may re-assure, 
The people's chivalry restore ; 
Behold the Dead's ambassador ! 

[Pointing to himself, 

P. Edgar, My gracious peers, for England's sake 
Any proud task would I undertake. 
Every conflicting endearment break. 
Say, 'tis expedient to be done 
Yield life-blood to cement the throne. 
(Though hist blood of last royal son) 
Should you deem the assignment just. 
This youthful brow with the crown entrust. 

Stigand (drawing forth a crown of ivy leaves,) 
Accept this crown of ivy now. 
And bind it firmly on thy brow. 
As ivy clings to the blighted oak, 
Smit by the storm, or the lightning's stroke, 
Mayst thou adhere to a stricken State, 
And thy virtues bloom o'er our hapless fate ! 

{He places the ivy-crown on Edgar's head. 

Markar. Do not despise this leafy crown ; 
It forms your passport to the throne ! 
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When our dangers are past and gone, 
You shall put the diadem on, 
With every blazon beneath the sun. 

May better times, and happier men, 
Bless your latter life and reign ! 

Enter Boatman, (excitedly). 
Fly, fly ! gentles, — away, and hide ! 
The Norman spies are now outside ! 
Away at once I^or all is lost, — 
I'll strive to save you at any cost. 
[Exetmt guests in confuMon, Thomas remaining, 

Thomas ptUs an old carpet over Ms shoulders, disfigures 
his face with pigments y fixes a number of children's 
toys on the table, and a large tin labelled ** FOB 
THE PLAGUE " — ** POISON I"— fA^ dts 
doum, chewing some old parchment, etc. Noises 
outside. Enter Inwood and the Norman Spies. 

Inwood. Fellow I — ^we're sent by the Norman King 
For those brats of the late Atheling I 
Quick ! look lively ! where are they ? 
Can't be idling here all day ! 
Thomas. It's not Sunday ! 
First Nor. Now, my man, let us know 

Where they're hid, we want to go ! 
Thomas (sings). 

The old man in the moon, 
Bought a fiddle out of tune, 
Out of tune, out of tune. 
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Second Nor. Old villain, do you hear ? 
1*11 run you through with my spear ! 

Thomas (dn^ng). 

He oiled it with some good small beer. 
Some good small beer, 
Fal lal la, fal lal laddy. 

Inwood, Silence I stop your childish song, 

Or out we'll cut your silly tongue. 
{To Normans). Let his arms and legs be bound, 

Whilst we search the house all round. 

[They tie Boatman's arms and legs. 
Inwood. This scoundrel acts the lunatic : 

But well teach him soon a trick ! 

My belief he's more R than F, 

And no more limatic than deaf. 
Inwood (going towards the next room). 
(To Normans). Bring that rushlight wA^ you're ready. 

The wind blows ;— carry it steady. 

[All three going. 
First Norman (carrying candle ^ which is suddenly 
blown out). 

Here's a nuisance ! where's a light ? 

We're in a satan of a plight ! 

Blazes I — where's your lantern, wight ? 
Inwood. There must be some vile ghosts about. 

They're used to blowing rushhghts out I 

Ha, ha, ha ; — quick, come, come ! 

Here's a fire in the next room. 
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Mind yourselves how you tread, 
Or some one may split his head. 

[Exeunt, groping. Voices heard outside. 

First Voice. Monster ! don't break all my toes. 

You've some most infernal shoes ! 
Second Voice. 

Sand and murder ! my poor nose ! 

It drops in for some deuced blows ! 

Thomas (aside, in an undertone,) 

Aye, — they'll never find them where 
They are hidden deep down there. 

[Pointing below. 

Presently Normans return, indignantly seizing 
Inwood and shaking him. 

First Nor, You old jackall ! you've deceived us ! 
Second Nor, We'll have revenge on you for this ! 

Dragged us fifty miles for nothing, 

[Inwood attempting to speak. 

Hold your tongue ! none of your mouthing ! 
First Nor, You know, Ealph, what the Duke told us 

To do, if this curst villain sold us. 
(To Inwood,) Traitor ! lay your pate on this table ; — 

Let's clip it off 

Inwood, You're not able ! 

I'U fight for it,--I'm right for it ! 

Those Jack-a-lantems all wei-e here, 

But have ndstled off, — that's clear. 

As I by Valhalla swear ! 
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The Fatal Sisters find their lair ! 

Thor*s huge hammer do not spare ! 
First Nor, Let's put the insolent buzzard to death ! 
(To Sec. Nor.) Draw your sword out of its sheath, 

[A scuffle, during which Inwood is killed^ 
Second Nor^ There he lies with all his lies ! 

Let's leave him for the Boatman's prize. 

'Twill feast the old cove's owlish eyes : — 

A down'd, damaged Dane of lies ! 

Half a lunatic through vice ! 
First Nor, He'll lie no more ! at least not upright. 

See, he dies, — the ferocious kite ! 

Let's drag him out, and pitch him down 

The nearest pond, and let him drown. 

He'll feed some minnows whilst he's warm, — 

A tough old morsel for the swarm 1 

They'd make him right at Snottingham. 

His lazy carcase richly lamn. 

Deep down their caves his vile bones cram* 
Second Nor., seizing Inwood' s remains. 
(To Thomas) Good night, old cricket I we must go, 

We leave one ass instead of two* 

Sorry the upset we gave you : 

Here : — may as well your chains undo. 

[Unfastens Boatman's bandages. 

Suppose you've got no good red wine, 

Or any beverage of that line ? 
First Nor. Can't ask your brave old chums to dine ? 

That black old Harold's drunk it all, 
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He booses till his legs can't crawl ! 
Gome mate, oat with this demon red : — 
I, his feet, you his head. 

[Exeunt Normans, dragging off Inwood's remains. 

ThomoA (alone). 

There's nothing like to hide your sense. 
Sometimes, it's your sole defence. 
When folks fancy you're a fool, 
Because, (like bursars at a school) 
You manage to conduct schemes cool. 
They're not suspicious, as a rule. 
This is what King David did — 

Thank goodness they were safely hid ; 
But will have beneath to stay 
In that cell, till break of day. 

Coldish fore for Boyalty, 

Queerish throne for Prelacy I 
Something like a lodge in Bome's 
Underground, dim catacombs. \A pause. 

Those Norman scouts may chance come back : 
Then what should we do ? — ^alack ! 
Besides, there's perhaps a hundred more 
Holding sentry by the door. — 
I'U just creep on the old roof there : 
When I find the coast all clear. 
Can unlock the old trap-door. 
And find them lodgings more secure. 

Rises, and lights a lantern 
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I think my face would feel some*at 
Fresher to rub this paint from it. 

[Takes a cloth rubbing off pigments. 

Enter ghost of King Edward the Confessor. Advances 
solemnly towards Thomas, and extends his hands, as 
if invoking blessings on him, and disappears. 

Thomas (sitti/ng dotm). 

'Tis strange ; — how strange ; — ^I feel a glow ; 
A sudden flush of heart and brow ! — 
I never felt since boyhood so. — 

'Tis life : — new life in Tom's old veins, 
That seems to soothe all aches and pains. 

'Tis peace ; white peace. Best me awhile. 
It minds me of the angel smile 
Hymns say they give the worn exile 
When he nears the Blessed Isle. [Slumbers, 

Enter Genius of Albion. 
(Sings), 

Softly sleep in star-kist slumber ! 

Sleep !— a king hath bless'd thy brow ; 
Saints thy loyal footsteps number ; 

Martyrs honour such as thou ! 
Fays shall gild thy sorrows sombre, 

Genii to thy valour bow ! 
Softly sleep in star-kist sleep, 

Sleep thy sleep of sweetness now I 

[Vanishes* 
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ACT m. 

(Eighteen months elapse between this and preceding Act). 

Scene I. — Woods by the Tlmmes, Time, Sunset. 
Enter Thomas in guise of Woodman, with hatchet. 
Feigns chipping at a tree's root. 

(Sings). 

The old oak tree 

That braved the blast 
For years, by me 

Is felled at last. 
It feared no storm ; 

Grew proud apace : 
But I deform 

Fair Nature's fsbce. 
The summer sun 

Had lit it long ; 
It saw much fun 

In old and young : 
But now it lies 

Low on the ground, 
No more to rise 

With blossom crowned. 
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Spoken, 

Why don't my good visitors come ? 
Surely nothing has happened *em. 

[Looking towards distance. 
Ah, I sight them plodding along. 
Thought they'd recognise my song. 

'Tis old Freedom's wooden gong, 

Ha, ha, I'm Liberty's tongue I 

Enter Kino Edgab, Agatha, Mabgabet, and 
Christina [incognito], 
K, Edgar. Good woodman, we loitered among 

The thickets till we heard your song. 

A good, shrewd signal to let kings know 

That fair, hyal zephyrs blow ! 
Thomas, Aye, aye. King, my barge is ready 

Yonder. The night breeze blows steady. 

There shall sail some precious gems 

This evening by the banks of Thames .; 

Night-fall, we shall be far away. 

Bounding over surges grey. 
K. Edgar, Farewell royalty ! a brief year since 

They hailed a King in Edgar the Prince, 

Now flies he his kingship and crown, — 

Heart-riven, guardless, throneless one ! 
Yet Heaven witnessed a stripling's best, 

Th' heptarchy's ruin to arrest : 

I dared the victor, saved the opprest, 

I made each panting victim guest, 
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Till foe and friend alike exprest 

I ruled o'er hearts, although unblest. 

But ye know well, not even the brave 
Can ever their country's prestige save. 

Now, refuge seeking in other climes, 
We pray the dawn of nobler times : 
Remembering, gentles, — come what will, 
Boyal scions, remain we still ! 
Agatha, Loves, we speed across the sea. 
Exiles ! yes, but still the Free ! 
Lingering here, we but prolong 
A Spartan struggle against the strong. 
Lisurgents bold have wrested all. 

England shall lament our &11, 
But never can the past recall ! 
(To Thomas.) Row us, friend, adown the river ; 
From these stormful scenes for ever ! 
Ev'ry moment threats worse danger 
From th' imperious Norman stranger. 

Once more, dearest, for defence 
Confide in bounteous Providence. 
'Tis sad, fair clime, to quit thee thus ; 
But crush'd hearts hast thou without us ! 
Marg, Though they do fall to the ground 
Sparrows many ; — ^yet 'tis found 
Never sorrow, never wound. 
Save His will, — ^the Crowned of crowned. 
And the task He dearest owns 
Is to change our sighs and moans 
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Into angels' festal tones : 
Weaving smiles for earthly frowns, 
Kissing crosses into crowns, 
Gentles, ye shall not despair, 
His sunny Hand works everywhere ! 

[Exeunt Omnes. 

Genius of Albion {suddenly appearing.) 

Farewell to King Edgar I 

Farewell, gentlest ladies ! 
Ye flee from the red star 

Of foes that invade us. 

Britannia weeps blighted : 

In vain her devotion ; 
Sad, vanquished and slighted. 

She flies to the ocean. 

She hurries in sorrow, 

0*er wide wastes of waters, 
The jewels, to-morrow. 

She yesterday brought us. 

No longer men prize them, 

Nor value their lustre : 
They speed, led by Wisdom, 

To votaries juster. 

Sad Isis shall tremble 

In light o'er your journey ; 
Pale fairies assemble. 

In wailings to mourn ye. 
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Adieu, fair Princesses, 
Illustrious scions ; — 

Niobe's successors, 
In tearful alliance. 

Your worth shall, by Graces, 

On lilies be written, 
With loves and embraces 

Of mute, orphaned Britain 1 



[VanisJies, 



Scene II. — The Coast of Scotland, Enter King 
Malcolm III, Donald, and Attendants. Timey Morn- 
ing, 

K, Malcolm, What strange pinnace battles yonder 

With the mad, ambitious waves. 
Lashing tameless fury round her, 

Brings she friends, or Danish braves ? 

Exiles, chieftains, foemen, slaves? 

No pennant from her turret waves. 
Chance, she bears from martyred Britain 

Some soul-saddened fugitives. 
On whose temples War hath written, 

** To exile, or " ^renounce your lives I 

Donald. My liege, I've 'spied since break of day 
That poor bark ploughing Dolphin spray : 
An elder mariner brought us word 
No warriors were descried on board. 
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K. Malcolm. Haste then ! hail them o'er the sea : 
Despatch good pilots instantly, 
And royal crews to their defence, — 
Why watch we longer in suspense ? 

[Exeunt several. 
Our spirit wearies of these wars, 
That must dishonour all save Mars. 

Fractious Occident, can it be 
That, bounded by a restless sea, 
Thou hast imbibed its vengeful spirit. 
And Neptune's turbulence inherit ? 
Since, night and day, sun, moon, and stars. 
Blush, weep, and quiver for thy wars : 
And the myriad refugees, 
(Exodus of Fate's decrees) 
Must make the pitying angels blush, 
And their hymns of triumph hush ! 

Lonald, My Hege, 'twould seem White Sweta's fate 
To fare in wars unfortunate. 

Ah me ! how that fair land is torn ; 
By strifes internal, bruised and shorn, 
Eomans, Cambrians, Normans, Danes, 
Grasp her glories, forge her chains : 
Till the iron earth recoils 
From these everlasting broils ; 
As the com and flowers fair 
(Destitute of Ceres' care 
In Flora's councils wanting share) 
Almost dread to spring up there : 
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Till the chiefest prayers said 
Are that less blood may be shed ; 
Till those groves and gardens sunny, — 
That delicious patrimony, — 
Long known as ** The Isle of Honey," 
Yields but wormwood now instead. 
K. Malcolm. You speak well. Scotland may 
Not boast rich garners, argil clay ; 
Our climate may loom drear and cold ; 
Our mountains aspar to behold ; 
But, mostly, gentle peace reigns here. 
Our blue-bells and green thistles fear 
No patriot's blood, lost orphan's tear. 
To sully their presentments clear. 

The rye springs proudly from the land ; 
Nor dreads a knave's consuming brand. 
Seldom doth rude war deface 
Scotland's mien of sylvan grace ; 
And her blest inhabitants. 
Hardy as our native plants. 
Pass, with lives serene and even, 
From tranquil earth to calmer heaven ! 

[Enter Messenger, speaks aside to Donald. 
Donald. My liege, our signals are replied to ; 

'Tis England's King, and royal sisters 

Whose anxious pennant yonder glisters. 
They come, protection seeking from you. 

See, our pilot has nearly brought 

Their shattered vessel into port. 
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K, Malcolm. Eight royally we bid them welcome ! 
Eeturn, say thus, — ** The free-born Malcolm 
** Salutes with gracious courtesies 
** The imperial refugees, 
" And waiteth here in deep suspense, 
** T' escort them to his palace hence." 
Yet stay 1 — 'tis we ourselves will go ; 
Our own lips shall assure them so. 

Oh ! Scotland, sterile as thou art. 
Thou dost possess a generous heart 
For all poor exiles, whose distress 
Implores thy shelter, or redress ! 

Come, brave friends, misfortune calls, 
'Twill change to glory in our halls. 
Malcolm's smile, a King implores, — 
Malcolm greets him to these shores ! [Ki-eunt, 

Scene III. — Holyrood. An ante-room in the Palace, 
King Malcolm III, King Edgar, Princesses 
Agatha, Margaret, Christina and their adherents 
Merlsweyn, Thomas, &c. 

K, Malcolm. Amiable voyagers, right cordially 

We offer you hospitality ! 

Protection, reverence, at our hands 

Shall ye receive, with homes and lands. 
(To Edgar,) Spite of torvous desolation, 

Exiled Prince, to thee we bow I 

[Boidruj (jraciously. 
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Sovereign of the Saxon nation, 

Though no crown bedeck thy brow I 
As the stricken deer, fleeting 

From the hunter's fatal darts, 
With torn bosom wildly beating. 

Seeks the mountain's highest parts ; — 
Thus, great migrants, I behold ye 

Fleeing here with trembling hearts, 
And our eminence shall 'fold ye. 

Spite of all pursuers' arts. 
Bather shall loud cataracts. 

That roll down our majestic rocks, 
Hush their roar, their speed relax, 

And mould to frozen, petrid blocks. 
Than we surrender you to those 
Who will your hurt, — ^your Norman foes. 

Sooner shall the dastard climb 
The towering peaks of Loch-na-Garr, 

Or the bounteous sun sublime 
Eefase to smile on night's sad star : — 

Bather shall each planet perish ; 
Each gold-lamp blue heaven suspends, 

Than Malcolm could forget to cherish 
Such lorn wanderers, royal friends 1 

Crossed by countless griefs and dangers. 

Ye seek our SBgis, royal strangers ; 

Welcome rest ye ! — ^let fear cease ; 

Share our halls of joy and peace ! 
Edgar, Gracious King, can we express 
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Our deepest throbs of gratefulness ? 

How can Saxons hope to pay 

The debt incurred with Scots to-day ? 

I am poor, King, and, in truth, 

** Have been in labours from my youth." 

Banished by the rabid Danes 
To Sweden, many years ago, 

My father wandered bleakest plains, 
And sought abidence in dim woe. 

Driven thence to Austrian land. 
He therein found a King's protection ; 

His virtues won a royal hand, 
And a Court's intense affection. ' 

There I first beheld the earth. 
Thence, my sisters date their birth : 
'Twas a home of golden worth ! 

But however fortune smile 

The exile pines for natal soil ! 
When good King Edward graced the throne, 
(Alas, that one so just is gone I) 
He to Presburg's far court sent, 
Eecalling us from banishment. 

We steered to England, blythe and gay. 
And to Edward's palace hurried ; 

But scarcely moons had passed away 
Ere our royal sire lay buried I 

His loss was fleetsome, and some thought 

By unhallowed measure wrought. 

But rest all that ! how, or by whom 
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He fell, peace kissed him in the tomb ! 
When the good King Edward died, 
(England's paragon and pride) 
Swift followed all the misery, 
Part of which, my liege, you see 
Blight each royal refugee. 
Harold claimed young England's crown, 
(Beloved for his sword's renown) 
I, knowing him men's favourite, 
And, more than I, for sceptres fit, 
(Advised by friends of worth and wit) 
Assented gladly to postpone 
Prompt accession to the throne. 

You know that ere good Edward died, 
Direst ills he prophecied, 
And my youth feared not to be 
Equal such contingency. 
King, you know how Harold reigned ; 
The proud distinctions he obtained 
The kings he dared, the chiefs he chained, 
His noble deeds, his truth unfeigned, 
(Eedeeming course by error stained) 
Until the Norman stranger came 
Oar Saxon monarchy to claim. 

Then, brave Harold fell o'erthrown, 
I succeeding to the crown. 
'Tis known how we have struggled for 
Our independence through this war. 
'Tis known that if the Norman bands 
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Vanquished us, and hold our lands, 
Oh ! not to higher valour, — ^no. 
But superior force we bow ; 
Perturbation to advance 
Prematurely against France, 
Lost our glorious Dominance I 

Not seldom hath young Edgar led 
His thanes to seek a gory bed ; 
How frequently the Normans fled ; 
And yet, at length, they conquered I 

Disheartened, broken by defeat. 
Dispirited by plot and treason ; 

We deemed it wise, by brave retreat, 
In calmer, more benignant region, 

To change to olives, briars legion, 
Amidst suns of a cloudless season. 
For traitors fell lurk everywhere. 
Dense as atoms pervading air. 
In Heaven's self were traitors found : 
Lucifer entered sacred ground 
Where Primal Man stood Monarch crowned. 

With some followers, true and wary. 
Set we sail for Austria, 
( *Twa8 a watery crucis via) 

The vext tempests raged contrary ; 
By frightful seas, and Triton-tost, 
Driven are we on your coast. — 

What reception here befel. 
Future chroniclers shall tell. 
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Such the tribulations, King, 
To your court these exiles bring. 
Virgil's plaintive speech to borrow, — 
** What land knows not of our sorrow / " 
K. Malcolm. Truly, yours a sombre story 
Of stunted hopes, and shattered glory ! 
Dwell ye not on these disasters, 
Winds have proved propitious masters. 
Or rather, lovely Providence 
Sends you here for best defence. 

Here, at least, abide you free ; 
Neither hate, nor treachery, 
Amidst our leal community. 
Can touch you with impunity I 

Seek we now some blest repose ; 

Weary are you, heaven knows f 
Gome, a banquet is prepared. 

And brave guests our presence wait ; 
Thanking angels you are spared 

Such a history to narrate ! [Exeutvt Omnes. 

Enter Genius of Scotland. 

I've seen the gold grow dim, 

I've seen how lily fades ; 
And many lorn hearts brim 

With grief, like yours, sweet maids. 
And many mighty kings, 

Distressed by sorrows dense. 
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Arise beoeath the wings 

Of kind Omnipotence 1 
Oh, come thou golden spell, 

Make all re-bloom again ! 
And let us legends tell 

How joy hath sprung from pain I 



Scene IV. — A Wood, Enter Gipsy Queen and 
Children. Gipsy Q. counting her subjects, "one," 
"two," "three," "four," "five," "six," etc. etc. 

Gipsy Q. Come, how's this, we're one short ? 

Flora. Or is on£ of us so short ? 

Gipsy Q. Don't insinuate, wicked creature ! 

None of us too tall of stature. 

As for sense, who has too much ? 

As the proverb says in Dutch. 
Flora. Queen, I've been to see the bride/ 
Several Voices. The bride, the bride I 

What bride ? which bride ? 
Fli/ra. You know my uncle, who is a groom 

At the royal stables 

Daisy. Has married whom ? 

Gipsy Q. And has found a spouse at last ? 

At three score, if not passed ! 
Flora. Patience, Quoen. I'll tell you whom. 

My uncle, who is royal groom. 
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Yesterday, beard the King say 

To a bishop, very gay, 

He would wed King Edgar's sister. 
Gipsy Q, Good I well done our royal Master. 

Wbicb princess tben do they mean 

To convert into a queen ? 
Daisy. As I told you, I've been to see. 

I woke this morning before three. 

And ran off to the palace gate, 

And bad six long hours to wait. 
At last, the dear, kind King I spied, 

In a chariot with his bride, 

(I guessed she was) by the King's side. 

And Prince Edgar, there he sat, 

I heard them call he^* "Margaret." 
(jfipsy Q, Oh you foxy, linxy old 'un! 

my eyes ! what glittering fun 

For all the living very soon ! 

No more moans, nor groans, nor frowns ; 

All brand-new, — gowns, thrones, and crowns ! 
Violet. Aye,— a good time for new lace. 

That looks so pretty on one's face. 

And makes so bright each lovely grace, , 
Gipsy Q. Time we practised some new tune ; 

We may be in request, and soon, 

To sing at their festivities : 

That is, if the good King please. 
Come, rehearse the gipsy chorus, 

Writ by our Grandmas before as, 
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And played at Queen Nero's command, 
By a strolling gipsy band. 

(Song and Chmits). 

Pleasant is a gipsy's life ; 

Come, ye wise, and try it : 
Free from merchant care and strife, 

Sorrow comes not nigh it. 
Shaded from the sultry sun, 

Hours flee like minutes ; 
Summer days brimful of fun, 

Merry as a linnet's. 

CJiorus. Pleasant is a gipsy's Hfe, &c. 

Tell us not of happiness 

In your crowded city : 
There true frolic you repress, 

Gipsies find no pity ! 

Chortts, Pleasant is, &c. 

When wild winter roars around, 

In the forest dingle, 
Telling tales the gipsy's found. 

By her blazing ingle. 

Chorus, Pleasant is, &c. 

When spring verdures paint the earth, 
And May blooms are glancing, 

To celebrate yoimg roses' birth. 
The gipsies go a-dancing. 
Chorus. Pleasant is, &c. 
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Mellow autumn's cool recess 

Sends the gipsies rovers, 
Gathering sprigs of loveliness 

For Christmas feasts and lovers. 
CJifjrus, Pleasant is, &c. 

Gipsy Q, I'll just tell you that song's history ; 
'Tis involved in queerish mystery. 
They say that many years ago, 
(I've seen the book, — it mmt be so) 
When folks were not so sharp, you know, 
Nor business-like, but tortoise slow, 
A king's daughter went wild to go 
To see Africa's alps of snow ; 
And her father, who was too headstrong 
To pay her passage, lent her this song. 
And some gipsies 

Enter King's Chief Page, Maxwell. 
MajcwelL Good morrow, Gipsy Queen ! 

What an idle life yours is I 
Gipsy Q. Well Maxwell I aught amiss ? 

You do little work, I ween. 
Maocwell. Oh, I pass a lot off hand ; 

I'm land surveyor through the land, 

By royal charter and command I 

But just now, as I'm getting old, 

I want my fortune fully told. 

Here's some silver ; take a-hold. 

[Gives purse of money. 
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Gipsy Q. Your fortune is, you'll have less money, 

You're too diffusive with it, spooney I 
Maxu^ell. Ah, none of your tart gipsy honey ! 

No lecturing pranks for me. The King 

Told me his ior-tune to bring, 

Or any other tune you sing ! 
Gipsy Q, I won't tell him about his fortune j 

But about his sweet wm-fortune. 

Margaret means the fairest pearl 

In these oceans ; the finest girl 

Maxwell (aside). Ha! what's the sly witch talk about? 

But, late or soon, the truth will out ! 
To Gipsy Q,J 

The King's to be wedded next week, I say ; 

And the gipsies have invitation that day, 

In our grand palatial grounds to play. 
jGipsy Q. What a mis«-fortune, through the bliss 

Of making an empress of a Miss. 
Maxwell, Truly so ! — you understand ? 

Bring these youngsters. Hold your hand. 

Here's golden money from the King, 

Heaven its blessings on you fling I 

[Giving purse of gold. 

The wedding guests shall hear you sing. 

Farewell I 

Gipsy Q. Farewell. God save the King I 

[Eant Maxwell. 

\Exeunt Gipsy Queen 'awrf Children, singing — 

'* Pleasant is a gipsy's life," &c. 
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Scene V. — Holy rood, Batiqicet Hally richly decor- 
ated and emblazoned with trophies, amwur, etc. etc. 
Wedding party assembled, Tim£, Evening, King 
Malcolm, Queen Margaret, Ex-king Edgar, Prin- 
cesses Agatha and Christina, Prelates, Bards, Peers, 
Knights, Courtiers, Guards, Choristers, Attendants, 
etc. etc. 

K. Malcobn, What, bright friends, can Malcolm say, 

On this glad, auspicious day. 

Save command his lieges he 

Happy as they witness me ? 

The Saban Queen, from south, 'tis told, 

Bless'd Solomon, in days of old ; 

Scotia's Queen, 'tis joy to tell, 

Sails from sunny south as well I 

Doughty friends, can Malcolm say 

Further ? Share his joy to-day. 

[Laudations, Music, 
Donald. Your liege, in honour fete so gay 

Our minstrels crave the boon to play 

A royal wedding roundelay. 

'Tis writ as Scotland's bonnie welcome. 

To the Bride of good King Malcolm, 

And though evincing slender art, 

It springs fresh from old Scotland's heart. 

[King nods assent. 
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Minstrels^ song, 

0, come the exile from the South, 

Or from lenie's Isle ; 
Whate'er his griefs, we'll welcome him 
With Scotland's smile ! 
With Scotland's smile, sweet friends, 

With Scotland's smile ; 
Whate'er his griefs, we'll welcome him 
With Scotland's smile ! 

We'll brim for him the nectared bowl. 

All sorrows to beguile ; 
And vanquish all his lonely tears 

With Scotland's smile. 

Choi-US, With Scotland's smile, &c. 

Ne'er be it said the fugitive 

Wandered many a mile : 
And Scots forgot to welcome him 

With Scotland's smile. 

Chitrus. With Scotland's smile, &c. 

So clasp my hand in brotherhood, 

And sparkle gay awhile 
To light the crushed and breaking heart 
With Scotland's smile. 

Chorus, With Scotland's smile, &c. 
[Plaudits. 

K. Malcolm. Quaff, good minstrels, draught profound, 
{To Attendant) Pass our golden goblet round. 
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Jester's song. 

Oh I it's fan, fun, fun ! 

The order of the King. 
It's fun, rich fun 

To make the palace ring ! 
More fun, free fun, 

Morning, noon, and night : 
I'm one, friends, one 

Don't care to be too right I 

So dance, knights, dance, 

With merry elfin soul ; 
And prance, grooms, prance. 

Around the festive bowl ; 
And sing, chuHs, sing, 

From early morn to night ; — 
Our great, grand King, 

Is brimming with delight ! 

Then quaff, earls, quaff 

The jolly, jolly bowl ; 
And laugh, churls, laugh. 

From all your merry soul ; 
Here's joy, full joy, 

That cannot pass away ! 
Be maid, man, boy. 

Hilarious to-day I [Plaudits. 

Donald (aside). Ha, our jester's voice improves. 
He has been tutoring in the groves. 
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Scotland is the land for joy ; 

In sense mature, in mirth a boy ! 

Minstrels' song. 
Oh for Scotland's purple mountains, 

Piercing to blue heaven above ; 
Sing of Scotland's crystal fountains, 

Haunts of freedom, peace, and love ! 
Long may flourish good King Malcolm ; 

Ever bloom his gracious bride, 
This day, strangers smile in welcome, 

Scots and Saxons are aUied ! 

Oh for all the noble freemen, 
By old Scotia's hills and dales ; 

Blessings on our men and women ; 
Honours to our bonny Gaels I 

Long may flourish, &c. 

Cold may spread our wintry valleys ; 

Colder still our mountain ice ; 
But 'tis here old Freedom rallies, 

Here his sceptre's blessed thrice ! 
Long may flourish, &c. 

Children of the Court, 

Scatter roses 

All around ! 
May yon tread on 

Blooming ground ! 
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Joy be with you 

Eoyal pair : 
Bliss surround you, 

Ev'rywhere ! 
All the empire 

Loveth you ; 
Knowing well 

You love us too. 

Joy be with you, &c. 
Thro' full many 

Years to come 
Shall youth chant 

Of you at home. 

Joy be with you, &c. 
Often fair maids 

Breathe of you : 
King and consort 

Good and true. 

Joy be with you, &c. 
Thrice more blessed 

Worlds would be, 
Dwelt amidst them 

Souls like ye. 

Joy be with you, &e. 
Truth and virtue 

Beams around ; 
With you, ev'ry 

Good abound I 

Joy be with you, &c. 
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Teinple Choirs, 

O'er the ice of Russia ; 

Piercing ev'ry clime ; 
Over hills of Prussia, 

Christian belfries chime ! 
May each new year nourish 

Stately temples more, 
As beside them flourish 

Schools of princely lore ! 

Now that stars are gleaming 

Let the bells be rung ; 
When new day is beaming 

Anthems shall be sung. 
'Tis to good King Malcolm, 

And his gracious bride, 
Sing we boundless welcome, — 

Be they magnified ! 

May each new year cherish 

Aulic bridals sweet. 
Destined not to perish, 

As the seasons fleet. 
Hail, high, august Sovereign t 

Hail, most beauteous Spouse I 
Peace is round thee hoverin'. 

Freedom to ye bows I 

Chiards. 
Fill the cup to Scotland ! 
Aod its royal line ; 
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Gome the foe to Scotland 
Strength is in the Yine. 

Lo t the sparkling liquor, 
How it smiles serene, 

And the heart bounds quicker, 
Pledging King and Queen. 

Oh I ye noble yeomen, 

Be you leal aifd free. 
And dread never demon 

Of hostility I 

Lo ! the sparkling liquor, &c. 

What need Knights of thinking 
When glows wine like this, 

Pleading for brave drinking. 
Compassing our bliss ? 

Lo ! the sparkling liquor, &c. 

Why sigh we for knowledge. 

Or the sages' fame ? 
Classics of the College 

Show to heroes tame. 

Lo t the sparkling liquor, &c. 

Mariners. 

I love, love, love the ship ; 

I love, love the sea ; 
And a jolly, jolly life on the ocean spray 

Is the sweetest life for me ; 
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The sweetest life for me ; 
The sweetest life for me ! 
A jolly, jolly life on the ocean spray 
Is the sweetest life for me ! 

I love, love, love the storm ; 

'Tis music fair to me ; 
And a merry, merry life 'mid the tempest roar, 

Seems truest liberty ; 

Seems truest liberty ; 

Seems truest liberty I 
A merry, merry life 'mid the tempest roar, 

Seems truest liberty I 

I serve, I serve the King ; 

I love, love, love the Queen ! 
And the bonny, bonny tilt of the highland fling 

I dance on ocean green ; 

I dance on ocean green ; 

I dance on ocean green ! 
The bonny, bonny tilt of the highland fling 

I dance on ocean green i 

Fairies, 

Come to us when sorrow lingers 
By your mansion (sings each fay) 

Here we bide with fairy fingers, 
Changing Christmas into May ! 

Fly to us in time and season. 
When the soul is over-bright, 
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Cadent rhyme and mildest reason 
Shall impart their truer light. 

Know ye where the brooklet glideth 
By the old wood far away ; 

And the thrush rejoicing hideth, 
Trilling carols through the day ? 

There, in sungold, will we meet you; 

Youth renewing yet again ; 
While the fairy smiles that greet you 

Swift dispel your deepest pain. 

Youth and maiden all gain welcome, 
As blue-bells, and daisies fair, 

And we bid our good King Malcolm, 
With his bride to glad us there ! 

Dryads, 

'Tis a .Queen-rose from Britain, 

Illuming our earth, 
Soft drooping with fragrance, 

And blushful in worth. 
'Tis a pearl of the crystal 

Pure sea-nymphs have kist 
'Twas reborn for our sceptre 

It beams for our tryst 1 

O exquisite trembler, 
Meek rose-bud of light. 
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Frail gem of white waters, 

Shine long on our sight. 
Thou comest in sweetness, 

Of isle hlessed thrice, 
Our fair Marguerite, — 

Our lov'd Beatrice ! 

born of blue Iris, 

And cradled in foam ; 
Endear'd to pale Vesta, 

With Naiads at home ; — 
Smile gems on our pathway, 

Glint gold roimd true brows ; 
Then guide us, enchantress, 

To angels* repose ! 



The Muses, 

Oh ! 'tis sweet to watch the rosy beams 

That thrill gay mom, 
By haimted glade, and argent streams. 

And golden com. 
But though we love, 
'Mid sunlit groVe, 

The watcher's cool retreat, 
Yet our dearest love flies to the tryst 

Where tme hearts meet ; 
Yes, our dearest love flies to the tryst 

Where true hearts beat ! 
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Nay, 'tis not where a glittering train 

Of strangers sweeps ; 
No ; nor where a throng of lawless vain 

Wild levee keeps, 
That beauty's blush 
And passion's flush 

Best charm the winsome mind ; 
'Tis where a noble circlet meets. 

Of grace refind ; 
And ev'ry pulse responsive beats, 

And wit reigns kind ! 

Let your hero seek till age to shine 

In brave, red wars ; 
Let the seer worship at the shrine 

Of tell-tale stars ; — 
Our home is where 
The good and fair 

In placid concord feast ; 
And where thistle, rose, and shamrock twine, 

A welcome guest ! 
And where shamrock, rose, and thistle twine, 

In garland blest. 

The Graces. 

We bring from the star-meads, in radiant cluster, 
Eich blossoms and jewels of every hue, 

To circle thy brow with a nimbus of lustre. 
And place at thy footstool begemmed with star-dew. 
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We winged through the azure in chariots of corals, 
And gathered rare fiow'ret and luminous gem ; 

Now fleetly descending, o'er-laden with laurels. 
We twine their pure glories for thy diadem. 

There are star-tears, and sun-smiles, encircling each 
sky-wreath, 
And mortals might tremble their splendour to 
wear; 
But, fear not, sweet consort, each spray softly sigheth, 
To flourish in fragrance, and fade with the fair ! 

Genius of Scotland, 
Oanst thou read in stars above us 

Gleams of embassy divine ? 
Dost thou heed how spirits love us, 

Graven in celestial line ? 
Canst thou trace in star-dance glories 

Dulcet notes of heaven's lyre ? 
Enowest thou the gracious stories 

Sparkling in their speech of Are ? 

I have wandered where the starlight 

Falls in gorgeous crimson showers ; 
Trembling, pondered where the star-night 

Golden beams, and purply lowers. 
And I viewed no sweeter vision 

Than our aulic l»ridal guest ; 
Every grace of groves Elysian 

In her pearly spirit blest. 
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In lier eyes the blue of beauty, 

On that brow the white of peace ; 
All the genii choirs salute thee, 

In their sapphire argosies. 
In thine hand the wand of virtue ; 

At thy feet the •* Golden Fleece " ; 
Thou wert born to sweetly nurture 

Heaven's roseate royalties ! 

Courtierif, 

A white, white rose from sunny Britain, 
A royal pearl the heavens lighten, 
A lily crystal star-dews whiten, 

Sails to Scotia ! 
Native blue-bells rise to meet her ; 
Happy thistles bend to greet her ; 
Lovely sovereign, consort sweeter 

Than the honey-star ! 

Smile to bless a regal lady ; 

Sing to welcome bride to braid thee ; 

Dance around thy Queen to glad thee, 

Caledonia ! 
Comes she with her golden tresses ; 
Comes she with her golden blisses ; 
Comes she glinting natal thistles, 

From fair. Anglia I 

Gleams upon her Scotland's welcome ; 
Beams beside her peerless Malcolm ; 
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Streams around her gracious bardom, 
Love from Eeekie's vales. 

Peace and plenty crown each mansion 

Those rich rays of virtue glance on, 

Till their glorious expansion 
Consecrates all Gaels ! 



Court Pages, 

Eejoice, ye sons of Scotia, 

Rejoice with us to-night ! 
Inebriate with ambrosia, 

Exalted with delight. 
Let all the Court, with music sweet. 

And all the people sing, — " 
" Long live our good Queen Margaret, 

** Long reign our gracious King !" 

How happy is fair Scotia, 

The regent of the hills ; 
Her King, amidst ambrosia. 

The cup of plenty fills. 

Let all the Court, &c. 

Exult ye with full heart and voice, 

In mem'ry of the dawn 
That brought a good King's bonny choice, 

At break of ruby mom ! 

Let all the Court, &c. 



y Google 



108 Act IH.— Scene V. 



Bridemaids and Btidemen. 

royal fair ! 

happy spouse ! 
To worth so rare 

Each bride-aid bows I 

regal pair ! 

bliss of bliss 1 
How bright thy share 

In worlds like this ! 

Smile on, smile on, 

Twin stars of love 1 
Thy bridal, one. 

Fair skies approve I 

regal pair ! 

bliss of bliss ! 
How bright thy share 

In worlds like this ! 

K. Malcolm. 

'Tis said the stars shone brighter in the primal 

golden age : 
They say the gems glowed fedrer in that luscious 

olden age ; 
That the rose-tree flourished later, — fruits 

savoured sweeter then. 
And the breezes richer perfumes bore around 

primeval men. 
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But was it not Companionship, with Innocence 

allied, 
That formed man's crown of ecstasy, the Eden 

of his bride ? 

Though some bards choose the blossoms that 

will tremblingly decay 
As warmer breath of summer whispers of the 

calid day ; 
And some the red emphemeric bloom that 

droops as autunm sighs 
Of looming Hiem's icy reign when all save 

Essence dies : 
Yet shall we shrine the emerald spray that sheds 

across the snow 
The same refulgent luxury it wore through 

summer's glow : 
And thus we shield the ocean pearl entrancing 

us to-night, — 
This bud of Pitho's artlessness amongst our 

flowers of light ! 
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